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PREFATORY  NOTE. 


THE  famous  story  of  Rip  Van  Winkle  first  ap- 
peared in  1818,  and  was  republished  in  Lon- 
don the  following  year  as  one  of  a  series  of 
papers  which  had  the  collective  title  of  The 
Sketch-book  of  Geoffrey  Crayon,  Gentn.,  this 
being  a  pseudonym  which  Washington  Irving 
attached  to  several  of  his  works.  The  author, 
born  in  !N"ew  York  in  1783,  of  a  Scotch  father 
and  an  English  mother,  was  residing  in  Eng- 
land when  the  Sketch-book  appeared.  He  had 
already  become  known  to  the  reading  world 
of  Britain  by  his  humorous  and  fictitious  His- 
tory of  New  York,  by  Dicdrich  Knicker- 
bocker. It  is  to  the  same  mythical  American 
Dutchman  that  he  ascribes  the  admirable  tale 
here  presented,  as  the  reader  will  learn  from 
the  statement  prefixed  to  it,  professedly  pro- 
tfl 
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ceeding  from  the  pen  of  Geoffrey  Crayon. 
Irving  lived  for  a  number  of  years  in  England, 
and  was  on  intimate  terms  with  Moore,  Camp- 
bell, Sir  Walter  Scott,  and  other  distinguished 
men  of  the  time.  His  later  years  were  spent 
at  Wolfert's  Roost  (or  Sunnyside),  his  retreat 
on  the  River  Hudson,  and  here  he  died  in 
1859. 

The  speciality  of  this  edition  consists  in  the 
Illustrations  by  Gordon  Browne,  and  these 
speak  for  themselves.  The  text  is  divided 
into  pages  of  various  sizes,  in  order  that  the 
passages  illustrated  may  come  directly  op- 
posite the  respective  illustrations. 
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WHENCE  THE  STORY  CAME. 

[THE  following  tale  was  found  among  the 
papers  of-  the  late  Diedrich  Knickerbocker,  an 
old  gentleman  of  New  York,  who  was  very 
curious  in  the  Dutch  history  of  the  province 
and  the  manners  of  the  descendants  from  its 
primitive  settlers.  His  historical  researches, 
however,  did  not  lie  so  much  among  books  as 
among  men,  for  the  former  are  lamentably 
scanty  on  his  favourite  topics,  whereas  he 
found  the  old  burghers,  and  still  more  their 
wives,  rich  in  that  legendary  lore  so  invalu- 
able to  true  history.  Whenever,  therefore,  he 
happened  upon  a  genuine  Dutch  family, 

snugly  shut  up  in  its  low-roofed  farm-house, 
(13) 
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under  a  spreading  sycamore,  he  looked  upon  it 
as  a  little  clasped  volume  of  black-letter,  and 
studied  it  with  the  zeal  of  a  book-worm. 

The  result  of  all  these  researches  was  a  his- 
tory of  the  province  during  the  reign  of  the 
Dutch  governors,  which  he  published  some 
years  since.  There  have  been  various  opin- 
ions as  to  the  literary  character  of  his  work, 
and,  to  tell  the  truth,  it  is  not  a  whit  better 
than  it  should  be.  Its  chief  merit  is  its  scru- 
pulous accuracy,  which,  indeed,  was  a  little 
questioned  on  its  first  appearance,  but  has 
since  been  completely  established:  and  it  is- 
now  admitted  into  all  historical  collections  as- 
a  book  of  unquestionable  authority. 

The  old  gentleman  died  shortly  after  the 
publication  of  his  work;  and  now  that  he  is 
dead  and  gone  it  cannot  do  much  harm  to  his 
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memory  to  say  that  his  time  might  have  been 
much  better  employed  in  weightier  labours, 
He,  however,  was  apt  to  ride  his  hobby  his 
own  way;  and  though  it  did  now  and  then 
kick  up  the  dust  a  little  in  the  eyes  of  his 
neighbours,  and  grieve  the  spirit  of  some 
friends  for  whom  he  felt  the  truest  deference 
and  affection,  yet  his  errors  and  follies  are  re- 
membered "more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger/' 
and  it  begins  to  be  suspected  that  he  never  in- 
tended to  injure  or  offend.  But  however  his 
memory  may  be  appreciated  by  critics,  it  is  still 
held  dear  by  many  folk,  whose  good  opinion 
is  well  worth  having,  particularly  by  certain 
biscuit-bakers,  who  have  gone  so  far  as  to  im- 
print his  likeness  on  their  New-year  cakes, 
and  have  thus  given  him  a  chance  for  immor- 
tality almost  equal  to  the  being  stamped  on  a 
"Waterloo  medal  or  a  Queen  Anne's  farthing.] 


A  POSTHUMOUS  WRITING  BV 


By  Woden,  God  of  Saxons, 

From  whence  comes  Wenesday,  that  is  Wodensday, 

Truth  is  a  thing  that  ever  I  will  keep 

Unto  thylke  day  in  which  I  creep  into 

My  sepulchre.  CARTWR<GHT. 

Whoever  has  made  a  voyage  up  the  Hud- 
son. must  remember  the  Kaatskill  Mountains. 
They  are  a  dismembered  branch  of  the  great 
Appalachian  family,  and  are  seen  away  to  the 
west  of  the  river,  swelling  up  to  a  noble 
height  and  lording  it  over  the  surrounding 
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country.  Every  change  of  season,  every 
change  of  weather,  indeed  every  hour  of  the 
clay,  produces  some  change  in  the  magical  x 
hues  and  shapes  of  these  mountains,  and  they 
are  regarded  by  all  i  the  good  wives,  far  and 
near,  as  perfect  barometers.  When  the 
weather  is  fair  and  settled,  they  are  clothed 
in  blue  and  purple,  and  print  their  bold  out- 
lines on  the  clear  evening  sky;  but  sometimes, 
when  the  rest  of  the  landscape  is  cloudless,, 
they  will  gather  a  hood  of  gray  vapours  about 
their  summits,  which,  in  the  last  rays  of  the 
setting  sun,  will  glow  and  light  up  like  a 
crcwn  of  glory. 

At  the  foot  of  these  fairy  mountains,  the 
voyager  may  have  descried  the  light  smoke 
curling  up  from  a  village,  whose  shingle-roofs 
gleam  among  the  trees,  just  where  the  blue 
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tints  of  the  upland  melt  away  into  the  fresh 
green  of  the  nearer  landscape.  It  is  a  little 
village  of  great  antiquity,  having  been 
founded  by  some  of  the  Dutch  colonists,  in 
the  early  times  of  the  province,  just  about  the 
beginning  of  the  government  of  the  good 
Peter  Stuyvesant;  (may  he  rest  in  peace!)  and 
there  were  some  of  the  houses  of  the  original 
settlers  standing  within  a  few  years,  built  of 
small  yellow  bricks  brought  from  Holland, 
having  latticed  windows  and  gable  fronts,  sur- 
mounted with  weather-cocks. 

In  that  same  village,  and  in  one  of  these 
very  houses  (which,  to  tell  the  precise  truth, 
was  sadly  time-worn  and  weather-beaten), 
there  lived  many  years  since,  while  the 
country  was  yet  a  province  of  Great  Britain, 
a  simple,  good-natured  fellow,  of  the  name  of 
Rip  Van  Winkle. 
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He  was  a  descendant  of  the  Yan  Winkles  who 
figured  so  gallantly  in  the  chivalrous  days  of 
Peter  Stuyvesant,  and  accompanied  him  to 
the  siege  of  Fort  Christina.  He  inherited, 
however,  but  little  of  the  martial  character  of 
his  ancestors.  I  have  observed  that  he  was  a 
simple,  good-natured  man;  he  was,  moreover, 
a  kind  neighbour,  and  an  obedient,  hen- 
pecked husband.  Indeed,  to  the  latter  cir- 
cumstance might  be  owing  that  meekness  of 
spirit  which  gained  him  such  universal  popu- 
larity; for  those  men  are  most  apt  to  be  obse- 
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quious  and  conciliating  abroad,  who  are  under 
the  discipline  of  shrews  at  home.  Their 
tempers,  doubtless,  are  rendered  pliant  and 
malleable  in  the  fiery  furnace  of  domestic 
tribulation,  and  a  curtain  lecture  is  worth  all 
the  sermons  in  the  world  for  teaching  the  vir- 
tues of  patience  and  long-suffering.  A  terma- 
gant wife  may,  therefore,  in  some  respects,  be 
considered  a  tolerable  blessing ;  and  if  so,  Rip 
Yan  Winkle  was  thrice  blessed. 

Certain  it  is,  that  he  was  a  great  favourite 
among  all  the  good  wives  of  the  village,  who, 
as  usual  with  the  amiable  sex,  took  his  part  in 
all  family  squabbles;  and  never  failed,  when- 
ever they  talked  those  matters  over  in  their 
evening  gossipings,  to  lay  all  the  blame  on 
Dame  Yan  Winkle. 
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The  children  of  the  village,  too,  would  shout 
with  joy  whenever  he  approached.  He  as- 
sisted at  their  sports,  made  their  playthings, 
taught  them  to  fly  kites  and  shoot  marbles, 
and  told  them  long  stories  of  ghosts,  witches, 
and  Indians.  Whenever  he  went  dodging 
about  the  village,  he  was  surrounded  by  a 
troop  of  them,  hanging  on  his  skirts,  clam- 
bering on  his  back,  and  playing  a  thousand 
tricks  on  him  with  impunity;  and  not  a  dog 
would  bark  at  him  throughout  the  neighbor- 
hood. 
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The  great  error  in  Rip's  composition  was  an 
insuperable  aversion  to  all  kinds  of  profitable 
labour.  It  could  not  be  from  the  want  of 
assiduity  or  perseverance;  for  he  would  sit  on 
a  wet  rock,  with  a  rod  as  long  and  heavy  as  a 
Tartar's  lance,  and  fish  all  day  without  a 
murmur,  even  though  he  should  not  be  en- 
courage by  a  single  nibble.  He  would  carry 
a  fowling-piece  on  his  shoulder  for  hours  to- 
gether, trudging  through  woods  and  swamps, 
and  up  hill  and  down  dale,  to  shoot  a  few 
squirrels  or  wild  pigeons. 
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He  would  never  refuse  to  assist  a  neighbor 
even  in  the  roughest  toil,  and  was  a  foremost 
man  at  all  country  frolics  for  husking  Indian 
corn,  or  building  stone  fences:  the  women  of 
the  village,  too,  used  to  employ  him  to  run 
their  errands,  and  to  do  such  little  odd  jobs  as 
their  less  obliging  husbands  would  not  do  for 
them. 
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In  a  word,  Rip  was  ready  to  attend  to  any- 
body's business  but  his  own;  but  as  to  doing 
family  duty,  and  keeping  his  farm  in  order, 
he  found  it  impossible. 

In  fact,  he  declared  it  was  of  no  use  to 
work  on  his  farm:  it  was  the  most  pestilent 
little  piece  of  ground  in  the  whole  country; 
everything  about  it  went  wrong,  and  would 
go  wrong,  in  spite  of  him.  His  fences  were 
continually  falling  to  pieces;  his  cow  would 
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either  go  astray,  or  get  among  the  cabbages; 
weeds  were  sure  to  grow  quicker  in  his  field 
than  anywhere  else;  the  rain  always  made  a 
point  of  setting  in  just  as  he  had  some  out- 
door work  to  do;  so  that  though  his  patri- 
monial estate  had  dwindled  away  under  his 
management,  acre  by  acre,  until  there  was 
little  more  left  than  a  mere  patch  of  Indian 
corn  and  potatoes,  yet  it  was  the  worst-con- 
ditioned farm  in  the  neighborhood. 


Rip  Van  Winkle. 

His  children,  too,  were  as  ragged  and  wild 
as  if  they  belonged  to  nobody.  His  son  Rip, 
an  urchin  begotten  in  his  own  likeness,  pro- 
mised to  inherit  the  habits  with  the  old  clothes 
of  his  father.  He  was  generally  seen  troop- 
ing like  a  colt  at  his  mother's  heels,  equipped 
in  a  pair  of  his  father's  cast-off  galligaskins, 
which  lie  had  much  ado  to  hold  up  with  one 
hand,  as  a  fine  lady  does  her  train  in  bad 
weather. 

Rip  Yan  Winkle,  however,  was  one  of 
those  happy  mortals,  of  foolish,  well-oiled  dis- 
positions, who  take  the  world  easy,  eat  white 
bread  or  brown,  whichever  can  be  got  with 
least  thought  or  trouble,  and  would  ratlier 
starve  on  a  penny  than  work  for  a  pound.  If 
left  to  himself,  he  would  have  whistled  life 
away  in  perfect  contentment; 
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fmt  his  wife  kept  continually  dinning  in  his 
ears  about  his  idleness,  his  carelessness,  and 
the  ruin  he  was  bringing  on  his  family. 
Morning,  noon,  and  night,  her  tongue  was  in- 
cessantly going,  and  everything  he  said  or  did 
was  sure  to  produce  a  torrent  of  household 
eloquence.  Rip  had  but  one  way  of  replying 
to  all  lectures  of  the  kind,  and  that  by  fre- 
quent use  had  grown  into  a  habit.  He 
shrugged  his  shoulders,  shook  his  head,  cast 
up  his  eyes,  but  said  nothing.  This,  However, 
always  provoked  a  fresh  volley  from  his  wife; 
so  that  he  was  fain  to  draw  off  his  forces,  and 
take  to  the  outside  of  the  house — the  only  side 
which,  in  truth,  belongs  to  a  hen-pecked 
husband. 
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Rip's  sole  domestic  adherent;  was  his  dog 
"Wolf,  who  was  as  much  hen-pecked  as  his 
master;  for  Dame  Van  "Winkle  regarded  them 
as  companions  in.  idleness,  and  oven  looked 
upon  Wolf  with  an  evil  eye  as  the  cause  of 
his  master's  going  so  often  astray.  True  it 
is,  in  all  points  of  spirit  befitting  an  honour- 
able dog,  he  was  as  courageous  an  animal  as 
ever  scoured  the  woods — but  what  courage 
can  withstand  the  ever-during  and  all-beset- 
ting terrors  of  a  woman's  tongue?  The 
moment  Wolf  entered  the  house  his  crest  fell, 
his  tail  drooped  to  the  ground,  or  curled  be- 
tween his  legs,  he  sneaked  about  with  a  gal- 
lows air,  casting  many  a  sidelong  glance  at 
Dame  Van  Winkle,  and  at  the  least  flourish 
of  a  broomstick  or  ladle  he  would  fly  to  the 
door  with  yelping  precipitation. 
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Times  grew  worse  and  worse  with  Rip  Van 
Winkle  as  years  of  matrimony  rolled  on:  a 
tart  temper  never  mellows  with  age,  and  a 
sharp  tongue  is  the  only  edged  too]  that  grows 
keener  with  constant  use. 


40  Kip  Van  Winkle. 

For  a  long  while  he  used  to  console  himself, 
when  driven  from  home,  by  frequenting  a 
kind  of  perpetual  club  of  the  sages,  philosoph- 
ers, and  other  idle  personages  of  the  village; 
which  held  its  sessions  on  a  bench  before  a 
small  inn;  designated  by  a  rubicund  portrait 
of  His  Majesty  George  the  Third.  Here  they 
used  to  sit  in  the  shade,  through  a  long  lazy 
summer's  day,  talking  listlessly  over  village 
gossip,  or  telling  endless  sleepy  stories  about 
nothing.  But  it  would  have  been  worth  any 
statesman's  money  to  have  heard  the  profound 
discussions  that  sometimes  took  place,  when 
by  chance  an  old  newspaper  fell  into  their 
hands  from  some  passing  traveller. 
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How  solemnly  they  would  listen  to  the  con- 
tents, as  drawled  out  by  Derrick  Van  Bum- 
mel,  the  schoolmaster,  a  dapper  learned  little 
man,  who  was  not  to  be  daunted  by  the  most 
gigantic  wor;l  in  the  dictionary;  and  how 
sagely  they  would  deliberate  upon  public 
events  some  months  after  they  had  taken 
place.  The  opinions  of  this  junto  were  com- 
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pletely  controlled  by  Nicholas  Vedder,  a 
patriarch  of  the  village,  and  landlord  of  the 
inn,  at  the  door  of  which  he  took  his  seat  from 
morning  till  night,  just  moving  sufficiently 
to  avoid  the  sun  and  keep  in  the  shade  of  a 
large  tree;  so  that  the  neighbours  could  tell 
the  hour  by  his  movements  as  accurately  as 
by  a  sun-dial. 
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It  is  true  he  was  rarely  heard  to  speak,  but 
smoked  his  pipe  incessantly.  His  adher- 
ents, however  (for  every  great  man  has  his 
adherents),  perfectly  understood  him,  and 
knew  how  to  gather  his  opinions.  When  any- 
thing that  was  read  or  related  displeased  him, 
he  was  observed  to  smoke  his  pipe  vehem- 
ently, and  to  send  forth  short,  frequent,  and 
angry  puffs;  but  when  pleased  he  would  in- 
hale the  smoke  slowly  and  tranquilly,  and 
emit  it  in  light  and  placid  clouds;  and  some- 
times, taking  the  pipe  from  his  mouth,  and 
letting  the  fragrant  vapour  curl  about  his 
nose,  would  gravely  nod  his  head  in  token  of 
perfect  approbation. 
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From  even  this  strong-hold  the  unlucky 
Rip  was  at  length  routed  by  his  termagant 
wife,  who  would  suddenly  break  in  upon  the 
tranquility  of  the  assemblage,  and  call  the 
members  all  to  naught;  nor  was  that  august 
personage,  Nicholas  Vedder  himself,  sacred 
from  the  daring  tongue  of  this  terrible  virago, 
who  charged  him  outright  with  encouraging 
her  husband  in  habits  of  idleness. 
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Poor  Rip  was  at  last  reduced  almost  to  de- 
spair; and  his  only  alternative,  to  escape  from 
the  labour  of  the  farm  and  the  clamour  of 
his  wife,  was  to  take  gun  in  hand  and  stroll 
away  into  the  woods.  Here  he  would  some- 
times seat  himself  at  the  foot  of  a  tree,  and 
share  the  contents  of  his  wallet  with  Wolf, 
with  whom  he  sympathized  as  a  fellow- 
sufferer  in  persecution.  "Poor  Wolf,"  he 
would  say,  "thy  mistress  leads  thee  a.  dog's  life 
of  it:  but  never  mind,  my  lad,  whilst  I  live, 
thou  shalt  never  want  a  friend  to  stand  by 
thee  !"  Wolf  would  wag  his  tail,  look  wist- 
fully in  his  master's  face,  and  if  dogs  can  feel 
pity,  I  verily  believe  he  reciprocated  the  senti- 
ment with  all  his  heart. 
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In  a  long  ramble  of  the  kind  on  a  fine  au- 
tumnal day,  Rip  had  unconsciously  scrambled 
to  one  of  the  highest  parts  of  the  Kaatskill 
Mountains.  He  was  after  his  favourite  sport 
of  squirrel-shooting,  and  the  still  solitudes  had 
echoed  and  re-echoed  with  the  reports  of  his 
gun.  Panting  and  fatigued,  he  threw  him- 
self, late  in  the  afternoon,  on  a  green  knoll, 
COT  >red  with  mountain  herbage  that  crowned 
the-  brow  of  a  precipice. 
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From  an  opening  between  the  trees  he  could 
overlook  all  the  lower  country  for  many  a 
mile  of  rich  woodland.  He  saw  at  a  distance 
the  lordly  Hudson,  far,  far  below  him,  mov- 
ing on  its  silent  but  majestic  course,  with  the 
reflection  of  a  purple  cloud,  or  the  sail  of  a 
lagging  bark,  here  and  there  sleeping  on  its 
glassy  bosom,  and  at  last  losing  itself  in  the 
blue  highlands. 

On  the  other  side  he  looked  down  into  a 
deep  mountain  glen,  wild,  lonely,  and  shag- 
ged, the  bottom  filled  with  fragments  from 
the  impending  cliffs,  and  scarcely  lighted  by 
the  reflected  rays  of  the  setting  sun.  For  some 
time  Rip  lay  musing  on  this  scene:  evening 
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was  gradually  advancing;  the  mountains  be- 
gan to  throw  their  long  blue  shadows  over  the 
valleys;  he  saw  that  it  would  be  dark  long 
before  he  could  reach  the  village,  and  he 
heaved  a  sigh  when  he  thought  of  encounter- 
ing the  terrors  of  Dame  Van  Winkle. 

As  he  was  about  to  descend  he  heard  a 
voice  from  a  distance  hallooing,  "Rip  Van 
Winkle!  Rip  Van  Winkle!"  He  looked 
round,  but  could  see  nothing  but  a  crow  wing- 
ing its  solitary  flight  across  the  mountain.  He 
thought  his  fancy  must  have  deceived  him, 
and  turned  again  to  descend,  when  he  heard 
the  same  cry  ring  through  the  still  evening 
air:  "Rip  Van  Winkle ! 
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Rip  Van  Winkle!" — at  the  same  time  Wolf 
bristled  up  his  back,  and,  giving  a  low  growl, 
skulked  to  his  master's  side,  looking  fearfully 
down  into  the  glen.  Rip  now  felt  a  vague 
apprehension  stealing  over  him;  he  looked 
anxiously  in  the  same  direction, 
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and  perceived  a  strange  figure  slowly  toiling 
up  the  rocks,  and  bending  under  the  weight 
of  something  he  carried  on  his  back.  Ho 
was  surprised  to  see  any  human  being  in  this 
lonely  and  unfrequented  place;  but  suppo?ir!g 
it  to  be  some  one  of  the  neighbourhood  in 
need  of  his  assistance,  he  hastened  down  to 
yield  it. 

On  nearer  approach  he  was  still  more  sur- 
prised at  the  singularity  of  the  stranger's  ap- 
pearance. He  was  a  short  square-built  old 
fellow,  with  thick  bushy  hair,  and  a  grizzled 
beard.  His  dress  was  of  the  antique  Dutch 
fashion — a  cloth  jerkin  strapped  round  the 
waist — several  pairs  of  breeches,  the  outer  one 
of  ample  volume,  decorated  with  rows  of  but- 
tons down  the  sides,  and  bunches  at  the  knees. 
He  bore  on  his  shoulder  a  stout  keg  that 
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seemed  full  of  liquor,  and  made  signs  for  Rip 
to  approach  and  assist  him  with  the  load. 
Though  rather  shy  and  distrustful  of  this  new 
acquaintance,  Rip  complied  with  his  usual 
alacrity;  and,  mutually  relieving  each  other, 
they  clambered  up  a  narrow  gully,  apparently 
the  dry  bed  of  a  mountain  torrent 
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As  they  ascended,  Rip  every  now  and  then 
heard  long  rolling  peals  like  distant  thunder, 
that  seemed  to  issue  out  of  a  deep  ravine,  or 
rather  cleft,  between  lofty  rocks,  toward 
which  their  rugged  path  conducted.  He 
paused  for  an  instant,  but  supposing  it  to  be 
the  muttering  of  one  of  those  transient 
thunder-showers,  which  often  take  place  in 
mountain  heights,  he  proceeded.  Passing 
through  the  ravine,  they  came  to  a  hollow, 
like  a  small  amphitheatre,  surrounded  by  per- 
pendicular precipices,  over  the  brinks  of  which 
impending  trees  shot  their  branches,  so  that 
you  only  caught  glimpses  of  the  azure  sky  and 
the  bright  evening  cloud.  During  the  whole 
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time  Rip  and  his  companion  had  laboured  on 
in  silence;  for  though  the  former  marvelled 
greatly  what  could  be  the  object  of  carrying 
a  keg  of  liquor  up  this  wild  mountain,  yet 
there  was  something  strange  and  incompre- 
hensible about  the  unknown  that  inspired  awe 
and  checked  familiarity. 

On  entering  the  amphitheatre,  new  objects 
of  wonder  presented  themselves.  On  a  level 
spot  in  the  centre  was  a  company  of  odd-look- 
ing personages  playing  at  nine-pins.  They 
were  dressed  in  a  quaint  outlandish  fashion: 
some  wore  short  doublets,  others  jerkins,  with 
long  knives  in  their  belts,  and  most  of  them 
had  enormous  breeches,  of  similar  style  with 
that  of  the  guide's. 
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Their  visages,  too,  were  peculiar:  one  had 
a  large  head,  broad  face,  and  small  piggish 
eyes;  the  face  of  another  seemed  to  consist 
entirely  of  nose,  and  was  surmounted  by  a 
white  sugar-loaf  hat,  set  off  with  a  little  red- 
cock's  tail.  They  all  had  beards  of  various 
shapes  and  colours.  There  was  one  who 
seemed  to  be  the  commander.  He  was  a 
stout  old  gentleman,  with  a  weather-beaten 
countenance;  he  wore  a  laced  doublet,  broad 
belt  and  hanger,  high-crowned  hat  and 
feather,  red  stockings,  and  high-heeled  shoes 
with  roses  in  them.  The  whole  group  re- 
minded Rip  of  the  figures  in  an  old  Flemish 
painting  in  the  parlour  of  Dominie  Van 
Shaick,  the  village  parson,  and  which  had 
been  brought  over  from  Holland  at  the  time 
of  the  settlement. 
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What  seemed  particularly  odd  to  Rip  was, 
that  though  these  folk  were  evidently  amus- 
ing themselves,  yet  they  maintained  the 
gravest  faces,  the  most  mysterious  silence,  and 
were  withal  the  most  melancholy  party  of 
pleasure  he  had  ever  witnessed.  Nothing  in- 
terrupted the  stillness  of  the  scene  but  the 
noise  of  the  balls,  which,  whenever  they  were 
rolled,  echoed  along  the  mountains  like  rumb- 
ling peals  of  thunder. 

As  Rip  and  his  companion  approached 
them,  they  suddenly  desisted  from  their  play, 
and  stared  at  him  with  such  fixed  statue-like 
gaze,  and  such  strange,  uncouth,  lack-lustri 
countenances,  that  his  heart  turned 
him,  and  his  knees  smote  together. 
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His  companion  now  emptied  the  contents  of 
the  keg  into  large  flagons,  and  made  signs  to 
him  to  wait  upon  the  company.  He  obeyed 
with  fear  and  trembling;  they  quaffed  the 
liquor  in  profound  silence,  and  then  returned 
to  their  game. 

By  degrees  Rip's  awe  and  apprehension 
subsided.  He  even  ventured,  when  no  eye 
was  fixed  upon  him,  to  taste  the  beverage, 
which  he  found  had  much  of  the  flavour  of 
excellent  Hollands. 
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He  was  naturally  a  thirsty  soul,  and  was  soon 
tempted  to  repeat  the  draught. 
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One  taste  provoked  another;  and  he  reiterated 
liis  visits  to  the  flagon  so  often,  that  at  length 
liis  senses  were  overpowered,  his  eyes  swam 
in  his  head,  his  head  gradually  declined,  and 
lie  fell  into  a  deep  sleep. 


72  Kip  Van  Winkle. 

On  waking  he  found  himself  on  the  green 
knoll  whence  he  had  first  seen  the  old  man 
of  the  glen.  He  rubbed  his  eyes — it  was  a 
bright  sunny  morning.  The  birds  were  hop- 
ping and  twittering  among  the  bushes,  and 
the  eagle  was  wheeling  aloft,  and  breasting 
the  pure  mountain  breeze.  "Surely,"  thought 
Rip.  "I  have  not  slept  here  all  night."  He  re- 
called the  occurrences  before  he  fell  asleep. 
The  strange  man  with  a  keg  of  liquor — the 
mountain  ravine — the  wild  retreat  among  the 
rocks — the  woebegone  party  at  nine-pins — 
the  flagon — "Oh!  that  flagon!  that  wicked 
flagon!"  thought  Rip, — "what  excuse  shall  I 
make  to  Dame  Van  Winkle?" 

He  looked  round  for  his  gun;  but,  in  place 
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of  the  clean,  well-oiled  fowling-piece,  he 
found  an  old  fire-lock  lying  by  him,  the  barrel 
incrusted  with  mst,  the  lock  falling  off,  and 
the  stock  worm-eaten.  He  now  suspected  that 
the  grave  roysters  of  the  mountain  had  put 
a  trick  upon  him,  and,  having  dosed  him  with 
liquor,  had  robbed  him  of  his  gun.  Wolf, 
too,  had  disappeared;  but  he  might  have 
strayed  away  after  a  squirrel  or  partridge.  He 
whistled  after  him,  and  shouted  his  name,  but 
all  in  vain;  the  echoes  repeated  his  whistle 
and  shout,  but  no  dog  was  to  be  seen. 

-V 

He  determined  to  revisit  the  scene  of  the 
last  evening's  gambol,  and,  if  he  met  with  any 
of  the  party,  to  demand  his  dog  and  gun.  As 
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lie  rose  to  walk,  lie  found  himself  stiff  in  the 
joints,  and  wanting  in  his  usual  activity. 
""These  mountain  beds  do  not  agree  with  me," 
thought  Rip;  "and  if  this  frolic  should  lay 
me  up  with  a  fit  of  the  rheumatism,  I  shall 
have  a  blessed  time  with  Dame  Yan  Winkle." 
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With  some  difficulty  he  got  down  into  tl^1 
glen:  he  found  the  gully  up  which  he  and 
his  companion  had  ascended  the  preceding 
evening;  but,  to  his  astonishment,  a  mountain 
stream  was  now  foaming  down  it,  leaping 
from  rock  to  rock,  and  filling  the  glen  with 
babbling  murmurs.  He,  however,  made  shift 
to  scramble  up  its  sides,  working  his  toilsome 
way  through  thickets  of  birch,  sassafras,  and 
witch-hazel,  and  sometimes  tripped  up  or  en- 
tangled by  the  wild  grape-vines  that  twisted 
their  coils  or  tendrils  from  tree  to  tree,  and 
spread  a  kind  of  network  in  his  path. 

At  length  he  reached  to  where  the  ravine 
had  opened  through  the  cliffs  to  the  amphi- 
theatre; but  no  traces  of  such  opening  re- 
mained. The  rocks  presented  a  high  impene- 
trable wall,  over  which  the  torrent  came  tumb- 
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ling  in  a  sheet  of  feathery  foam,  and  fell  into 
a  broad  deep  basin,  black  from  the  shadows  of 
the  surrounding  forest.  Here,  then,  poor  Rip 
was  brought  to  a  stand.  He  again  called  and 
whistled  after  his  dog;  he  was  only  answered 
by  the  cawing  of  a  flock  of  idle  crows,  sport- 
ing high  in  air  about  a  dry  tree  that  overhung 
a  sunny  precipice;  and  who,  secure  in  their 
elevation,  seemed  to  look'  down  and  scoff  at 
the  poor  man's  perplexities.  What  was  to  be 
done  ?  the  morning  was  passing  away  and  Rip 
felt  famished  for  want  of  his  breakfast.  He 
grieved  to  give  up  his  dog  and  gun;  he 
dreaded  to  meet  his  wife ;  but  it  would  not  do 
to  starve  among  the  mountains.  He  shook  his 
head,  shouldered  the  rusty  fire-lock,  and,  with 
a  heart  full  of  trouble  and  anxiety,  turned  his 
steps  homeward. 


78  Kip  Van  Winkle. 


As  he  approached  the  village  he  met  a 
number  of  people,  but  none  whom  he  knew, 
which  somewhat  surprised  him,  for  he  had 
thought  himself  acquainted  with  every  one  in 
the  country  round.  Their  dress,  too,  was  of 
a  different  fashion  from  that  to  which  he  was 
accustomed.  They  all  stared  at  him  mth 
equal  marks  of  surprise,  and,  whenever  tLy 
cast  their  eyes  upon  him,  invariably  strokt  d 
their  chins.  The  constant  recurrence  of  this 
gesture  induced  Rip,  involuntarily,  to  do  the 
same,  when,  to  his  astonishment,  he  found  his 
beard  had  grown  a  foot  long! 
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He  had  now  entered  the  skirts  of  the  vil- 
lage. A  troop  of  strange  children  ran  at  his 
heels,  hooting  after  him,  and  pointing  at  his 
gray  beard.  The  dogs,  too,  not  one  of  which 
he  recognized  for  an  old  acquaintance,  barked 
at  him  as  he  passed,  The  very  village  was 
altered;  it  was  larger  and  more  populous. 
There  were  rows  of  houses  which  he  had 
never  seen  before,  and  those  which  had  been 
his  familiar  haunts  had  disappeared.  Strange 
names  were  over  the  doors — strange  faces  at 
the  windows — everything  was  strange.  His 
mind  now  misgave  him;  he  began  to  doubt 
whether  both  he  and  the  world  around  him 
were  not  bewitched.  Surely  this  was  Ids 
native  village,  which  he  had  left  but  the  day 
before!  There  stood  the  Kaatskill  Moun- 
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tains — there  ran  the  silver  Hudson  at  a  dis- 
tance— there  was  every  hill  and  dale  precisely 
as  it  had  always  been — Rip  was  sorely  per- 
plexed— "That  flagon  last  night,"  thought  he, 
"has  addled  my  poor  head  sadly!" 

It  was  with  some  difficulty  that  he  found 
the  way  to  his  own  house,  which  he  ap- 
proached with  silent  awe,  expecting  every  mo- 
ment to  hear  the  shrill  voice  of  Dame  Van 
Winkle.  He  found  the  house  gone  to  decay 
— the  roof  fallen  in,  the  windows  shattered, 
and  the  doors  off  the  hinges.  A  half-starved 
dog,  that  looked  like  Wolf,  was  skulking 
about  it.  Rip  called  him  by  name;  but  the 
cur  snarled,  showed  his  teeth,  and  passed  on. 
This  was  an  unkind  cut  indeed — "My  very 
dog,"  sighed  poor  Rip,  "has  forgotten  me!" 
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He  entered  the  house,  which,  to  tell  the 
truth,  Dame  Van  Winkle  had  always  kept  in 
neat  order.  It  was  empty,  forlorn,  and  appa- 
rently abandoned.  This  desolateness  over- 
came all  his  connubial  fears — he  loudly  called 
for  his  wife  and  children — the  lonely  cham- 
bers rang  for  a  moment  with  his  voice,  and 
then  all  again  was  silence. 
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He  now  hurried  forth,  and  hastened  to  his 
old  resort,  the  village  inn — but  it  too  was 
gone.  A  large  rickety  wooden  building  stood 
in  its  place  with  great  gaping  windows,  some 
of  them  broken  and  mended  with,  old  hats 
and  petticoats,  and  over  the  dooi-  was  painted 
"The  Union  Hotel,  by  Jonatibnn  Poolittle." 
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Instead  of  the  great  tree  that  used  to  shelter 
the  quiet  little  Dutch  inn  of  yore,  there  now 
was  reared  a  tall  naked  pole,  with  something 
on  the  top  that  looked  like  a  red  nightcap, 
and  from  it  was  fluttering  a  flag,  on  which 
was  a  singular  assemblage  of  stars  and  stripes 
— all  this  was  strange  and  incomprehensible. 
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He  recognized  on  the  sign,  however,  the 
ruby  face  of  King  George,  under  which  he 
had  smoked  so  many  a  peaceful  pipe;  but 
even  this  was  singularly  metamorphosed.  The 
red  coat  was  changed  for  one  of  blue  and 
buff,  a  sword  was  held  in  the  hand  instead 
of  a  sceptre,  the  head  was  decorated  with  a 
cocked  hat,  and  underneath  was  painted  in 
large  characters,  GENERAL  WASHINGTON. 

There  was,  as  usual,  a  crowd  of  folk  about 
the  door,  but  none  that  Rip  recollected.  The 
very  character  of  the  people  seemed  changed. 
There  was  a  busy,  bustling,  disputatious  tone 
about  it,  instead  of  the  accustomed  phlegm 
and  drowsy  tranquillity. 
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He  looked  in  vain  for  the  sage  Nicholas 
Vedder,  with  his  broad  face,  double  chin,  and 
fair  long  pipe,  uttering  clouds  of  tobacco 
smoke  instead  of  idle  speeches ;  or  Van  Bum- 
mel,  the  schoolmaster,  doling  forth  the  con- 
tents of  an  ancient  newspaper.  In  place  of 
these,  a  lean  bilious-looking  fellow,  with  his 
pockets  full  of  handbills,  was  haranguing 
vehemently  about  rights  of  citizens — elec- 
tions— members  of  congress — liberty — Bunk- 
er's-hill — heroes  of  'Seventy-six — and  other 
words  which  were  a  perfect  Babylonish  jar- 
gon to  the  bewildered  Van  Winkle. 
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The  appearance  of  Rip  with  his  long 
grizzled  beard,  his  rusty  fowling-piece,  his 
uncouth  dress,  and  an  army  of  women  and 
children  at  his  heels,  soon  attracted  the  at- 
tention of  the  tavern  politicians.  They 
crowded  round  him,  eyeing  him  from  head 
to  foot  with  great  curiosity.  The  orator 
bustled  up  to  him,  and,  drawing  him  partly 
aside,  inquired,  "on  which  side  he  voted?" 
Kip  stared  in  vacant  stupidity.  Another 
short  but  busy  little  fellow  pulled  him  by 
the  arm,  and  rising  on  tiptoe,  inquired  in  his 
ear,  "whether  he  was  Federal  or  Democrat?" 
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Kip  was  equally  at  a  loss  to  comprehend  the 
question;  when  a  knowing  self-important  old 
gentleman,  in  a  sharp  cocked  hat,  made  his 
way  through  the  crowd,  putting  them  to  the 
right  and  left  with  his  elbows  as  he  passed, 
and,  planting  himself  before  Yan  Winkle, 
with  one  arm  akimbo,  the  other  resting  on 
his  cane,  his  keen  eyes  and  sharp  hat  pene- 
trating, as  it  were,  into  his  very  soul,  de- 
manded, in  an  austere  tone,  "what  brought 
him  to  the  election  with  a  gun  on  his 
shoulder,  and  a  mob  at  his  heels,  and  whether 
lie  meant  to  breed  a  riot  in  the  village?" 
"Alas!  gentlemen,"  cried  Kip,  somewhat  dis- 
mayed, "I  am  a  poor  quiet  man,  a  native  of 
the  place,  and  a  loyal  subject  of  the  king, 
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God  bless  him!"  Here  a  general  shout  burst 
from  the  bystanders — "A  Tory!  a  Tory!  a 
spy!  a  refugee!  hustle  him!  away  with  him!" 
It  was  with  great  difficulty  that  the  self-im- 
portant man  in  the  cocked  hat  restored  order ; 
and,  having  assumed  a  tenfold  austerity  of 
brow,  demanded  again  of  the  unknown  cul- 
prit what  he  came  there  for,  and  whom  he 
was  seeking?  The  poor  man  humbly  assured 
him  that  he  meant  no  harm,  but  merely  came 
there  in  search  of  some  of  his  neighbors  who 
used  to  keep  about  the  tavern. 

"Well — who  are  they? — name  them." 
Rip  bethought  himself  a  moment,  and  in- 
quired, "Where's  Nicholas  Vedder?" 
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There  was  a  silence  for  a  little  while,  when 
an  old  man  replied,  in  a  thin  piping  voice, 
"Nicholas  Vedder?  why,  he  is  dead  and  gone 
these  eighteen  years!  There  was  a  wooden 
tombstone  in  the  church-yard  that  used  to  tell 
all  about  him,  but  that's  rotten  and  gone  too!" 
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"Where's  Brom  Butcher?" 

"Oh,  he  went  off  to  the  army  in  the  begin 
ning  of  the  war;  some  say  he  was  killed  at 
the  storming  of  Stony-Point — others  say  he 
was  drowned  in  a  squall  at  the  foot  of  An- 
tony's ]STose.  I  don't  know — he  never  came 
back  again." 

"Where's     Van     Bummel,     the     school- 
master?" 

"He  went  off  to  the  wars  too,  was  a  great 
militia  general,  and  is  now  in  Congress." 

Rip's  heart  died  away  at  hearing  of  these 
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sad  changes  in  his  home  and  friends,  and 
finding  himself  thus  alone  in  the  world. 
Every  answer  puzzled  him  too,  by  treating 
of  such  enormous  lapses  of  time,  and  of  mat- 
ters which  he  could  not  understand:  war — 
congress — Stony-Point;  he  had  no  courage  to 
ask  after  any  more  friends,  but  cried  out  in 
despair,  "Does  nobody  here  know  Rip  Van 
Winkle?" 

aOh,  Eip  Van  Winkle!"  exclaimed  two  or 
three;  "Oh,  to  be  sure;  that's  Rip  Van  Win- 
kle yonder,  leaning  against  the  tree." 

Rip  looked,  and  beheld  a  precise  counter- 
,  part  of  himself  as  he  went  up  the  mountain: 
apparently  as  lazy,  and  certainly  as  ragged. 
The  poor  fellow  was  now  completely  con- 
founded. He  doubted  his  own  identity,  and 
whether  he  was  himself  or  another  man. 
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In  the  midst  of  his  bewilderment  the  man  in 
the  cocked  hat  demanded  who  he  was,  and 
what  was  his  name? 

"God  knows/'  exclaimed  he,  at  his  wit's 
end;  "I'm  not  myself — I'm  somebody  else — 
that's  me  yonder — no — that's  somebody  else 
got  into  my  shoes — I  was  myself  last  night, 
but  I  fell  asleep  on  the  mountain,  and  they've 
changed  my  gun,  and  everything's  changed, 
and  I'm  changed,  and  I  can't  tell  what's  my 
name,  or  who  I  am!" 

The  by-standers  began  now  to  look  at  each 
other,  nod,  wink  significantly,  and  tap  their 
fingers  against  their  foreheads.  There  was 
a  whisper  also  about  securing  the  gun,  and 
keeping  the  old  fellow  from  doing  mischief, 
at  the  very  suggestion  of  which  the  self-im- 
portant man  in  the  cocked  hat  retired  with 
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some  precipitation.  At  this  critical  moment 
a  fresh  comely  woman  pressed  through  the 
throng  to  get  a  peep  at  the  gray-bearded 
man.  She  had  a  chubby  child  in  her  arms, 
which,  frightened  at  his  looks,  began  to  cry. 
"Hush, Rip!"  cried  she,  "hush,  you  little  fool! 
the  old  man  won't  hurt  you."  The  name  of 
the  child,  the  air  of  the  mother,  the  tone  of 
her  voice,  all  awakened  a  train  of  recollections 
in  his  mind. 
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"What  is  your  name,  my  good  woman?" 
asked  he. 

''Judith  Gardenier." 

"And  your  father's  name?" 

"Ah,  poor  man,  Rip  Van  Winkle  was  his 
name;  but  it's  twenty  years  since  he  went 
away  from  home  with  his  gun,  and  never  has 
been  heard  of  since.  His  dog  came  home 
without  him;  but  whether  he  shot  himself, 
or  was  carried  away  by  the  Indians,  nobody 
can  tell.  I  was  then  but  a  little  girl." 

Rip  had  but  one  question  more  to  ask;  but 
he  put  it  with  a  faltering  voice: — 

"Where's  your  mother?" 

"'Oh,  she  too  had  died  but  a  short  time 
since;  she  broke  a  blood-vessel  in  a  fit  of 
passion  at  a  J^ew-England  pedlar." 
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There  was  a  drop  of  comfort.,  at  least,  in. 
this  intelligence.  The  honest  man  could 
contain  himself  no  longer.  He  caught  his 
daughter  and  her  child  in  his  arms.  "I  am 
jour  father!" — cried  he — "Young  Rip  Van 
Winkle  once — old  Rip  Van  Winkle  now! — 
Does  nobody  know  poor  Rip  Yan  Winkle!" 

All  stood  amazed  until  an  old  woman,  tot- 
tering out  from  among  the  crowd,  put  her 
hand  to  her  brow,  and  peering  under  it  in 
his  face  for  a  moment,  exclaimed,  "Sure 
enough!  it  is  Rip  Yan  Winkle — it  is  himself! 
Welcome  home  again,  old  neighbour — Why, 
where  have  you  been  these  twenty  long 
rears?" 
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Rip's  story  was  soon  told,  for  the  whole 
twenty  years  had  been  to  him  but  as  one 
night.  The  neighbors  stared  when  they 
heard  it;  some  were  seen  to  wink  at  each 
other,  and  put  their  tongues  in  their  cheeks; 
and  the  self-important  man  in  the  cocked  hat, 
who,  when  the  alarm  was  over,  had  returned 
to  the  field,  screwed  down  the  corners  of  his 
mouth  and  shook  his  head — upon  which  there 
\ras  a  general  shaking  of  the  head  throughout 
the  assemblage. 

It  was  determined,  however,  to  take  the 
opinion  of  old  Peter  Yanderdonk,  who  was 
seen  slowly  advancing  up  the  road. 
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He  was  a  descendant  of  the  historian  of  that 
name,  who  wrote  one  of  the  earliest  accounts 
of  the  province.  Peter  was  the  most  ancient 
inhabitant  of  the  village,  and  well  versed  in 
all  the  wonderful  events  and  traditions  of  the 
neighborhood.  He  recollected  Rip  at  once, 
and  corroborated  his  story  in  the  most  satis- 
factory manner.  He  assured  the  company 
that  it  was  a  fact,  handed  down  from  his  an- 
cestor the  historian,  that  the  Kaatskill  Moun- 
tains had  always  been  haunted  by  strange 
beings.  That  it  was  affirmed  that  the  great 
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Hendrick  Hudson,  the  first  discoverer  of  the 
river  and  country,  kept  a  kind  of  vigil  there 
every  twenty  years,  with  his  crew  of  the  Half 
moon;  being  permitted  in  this  way  to  revisit 
the  scenes  of  his  enterprise,  and  keep  a 
guardian  eye  upon  the  river,  and  the  great 
city  called  by  his  name.  That  his  father  had 
once  seen  them  in  their  old  Dutch  dresses 
playing  at  nine-pins  in  a  hollow  of  the  moun- 
tain ;  and  that  he  himself  had  heard,  one  sum- 
mer afternoon,  the  sound  of  their  balls,  like 
distant  peals  of  thunder. 
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To  make  a  long  story  short,  the  company 
broke  up  and  returned  to  the  more  impor- 
tant concerns  of  the  election.  Rip's  daughter 
took  him  home  to  live  with  her;  she  had  a 
snug,  well-furnished  house,  and  a  stout  cheery 
farmer  for  a  husband,  whom  Rip  recollected 
for  one  of  the  urchins  that  used  to  climb 
upon  his  back.  As  to  Rip's  son  and  heir,  who 
was  the  ditto  of  himself,  seen  leaning  against 
the  tree,  he  was  employed  to  work  on  the 
farm;  but  evinced  an  hereditary  disposition 
to  attend  to  anything  else  but  his  business. 
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Rip  now  resumed  his  old  walks  and  habits; 
he  soon  found  many  of  his  former  cronies, 
though  all  rather  the  worse  for  the  wear  and 
tear  of  time; 
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and  preferred  making  friends  among  the 
rising  generation,  with  whom  he  soon  grew 
into  great  favour. 
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Having  nothing  to  do  at  home,  and  being 
arrived  at  that  happy  age  when  a  man  can 
be  idle  with  impunity,  he  took  his  place  once 
more  on  the  bench  at  the  inn  door,  and  was 
reverenced  as  one  of  the  patriarchs  of  the 
village,  and  a  chronicle  of  the  old  times  "be- 
fore the  war."  It  was  some  time  before  he 
could  get  into  the  regular  track  of  gossip,  or 
could  be  made  to  comprehend  the  strange 
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events  that  had  taken  place  during  his  torpor. 
How  that  there  had  been  a  revolutionary- 
war — that  the  country  had  thrown  off  the 
yoke  of  Old  England — and  that,  instead  of 
being  a  subject  of  his  Majesty  George  the 
Third,  he  was  now  a  free  citizen  of  the  United 
States.  Rip,  in  fact,  was  no  politician;  the 
changes  of  states  and  empires  made  but  little 
impression  on  him; 
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but  there  was  one  species  of  despotism  under 
which  he  had  long  groaned,  and  that  was — 
petticoat  government.  Happily  that  was  at 
an  end;  he  had  got  his  neck  out  of  the  yoke 
of  matrimony,  and  could  go  in  and  out  when- 
ever he  pleased,  without  dreading  the  tyranny 
of  Dame  Van  Winkle.  Whenever  her  name 
was  mentioned,  however,  he  shook  his  head, 
shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  cast  up  his  eyes; 
which  might  pass  either  for  an  expression  of 
resignation  to  his  fate,  or  joy  at  his  deliver- 
ance. 
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He  used  to  tell  his  story  to  every  stranger 
that  arrived  at  Mr.  Doolittle's  hotel.  He 
was  observed,  at  first,  to  vary  on  some  points 
every  time  he  told  it,  which  was,  doubtless, 
owing  to  his  having  so  recently  awaked.  It 
at  last  settled  down  precisely  to  the  tale  I 
have  related,  and  not  a  man,  woman,  or  child 
in  the  neighbourhood  but  knew  it  by  heart. 
Some  always  pretended  to  doubt  the  reality 
of  it,  and  insisted  that  Rip  had  been  out  of 
his  head,  and  that  this  was  one  point  on 
which  he  always  remained  flighty.  The  old 
Dutch  inhabitants,  however,  almost  univer- 
sally gave  it  full  credit.  Even  to  this  day 
they  never  hear  a  thunder-storm  of  a  summer 
afternoon  about  the  Kaatskill,  but  they  say 
Hendrick  Hudson  and  his  crew  are  at  their 
game  of  nine-pins;  and  it  is  a  common  wish 
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of  all  henpecked  husbands  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, when  life  hangs  heavy  on  their  hands, 
that  they  might  have  a  quieting  draught  out 
of  Rip  Van  Winkle's  flagon. 


NOTE. 

The  foregoing  Tale,  one  would  suspect,  had 
been  suggested  to  Mr.  Knickerbocker  by  a  little 
German  superstition  about  the  Emperor  Freder- 
ick der  RotJibart,  and  the  Kypphaiiser  mountain: 
the  subjoined  note,  however,  which  he  had  ap- 
pended to  the  tale,  shows  that  it  is  an  absolute 
fact,  narrated  with  his  usual  fidelity: 

"The  story  of  Rip  Van  Winkle  may  seem  in- 
credible to  many,  but  nevertheless  I  give  it  my 
full  belief,  for  I  know  the  vicinity  of  our  old 
Dutch  settlements  to  have  been  very  subject  to 
marvellous  events  and  appearances.  Indeed,  I 
have  heard  many  stranger  stories  than  this  in 
the  villages  along  the  Hudson,  all  of  which  were 
too  well  authenticated  to  admit  of  a  doubt.  I 
have  even  talked  with  Rip  Van  Winkle  myself, 
who,  when  last  I  saw  him,  was  a  very  venerable 
old  man,  and  so  perfectly  rational  and  consistent 
on  every  other  point,  that  I  think  no  conscien- 
tious person  could  refuse  to  take  this  into  the 
bargain;  nay,  I  have  seen  a  certificate  on  the  sub- 
(125) 


126 


ject  taken  before  a  country  justice,  and  signed 
with  a  cross,  in  the  justice's  own  handwriting1. 
The  story,  therefore,  is  beyond  the  possibility  of 

doubt. 

D.  K." 

POSTSCRIPT. 

The  following-  are  traveling  notes  from  a  memo- 
randum-book of  Mr.  Knickerbocker: 

The  Kaatsberg  or  Catskill  Mountains  have  al- 
ways been  a  region  full  of  fable.  The  Indians 
considered  them  the  abode  of  spirits  who  influ- 
enced the  weather,  spreading  sunshine  or  clouds 
over  the  landscape,  and  sending  good  or  bad  hunt- 
ing seasons.  They  were  ruled  by  an  old  squaw 
spirit,  said  to  be  their  mother.  She  dwelt  on  the 
highest  peak  of  the  Catskills,  and  had  charge  of 
the  doors  of  day  and  night,  to  open  and  shut 
them  at  the  proper  hour.  She  hung  up  the  new 
moons  in  the  skies,  and  cut  up  the  old  ones  into 
stars.  In  times  of  drought,  if  properly  propiti- 
ated, she  would  spin  light  summer  clouds  out  of 
cobwebs  and  morning  dew,  and  send  them  off 
from  the  crest  of  the  mountain,  flake  after  flake, 
like  flakes  of  carded  cotton,  to  float  in  the  air, 
until,  dissolved  by  the  heat  of  the  sun,  they 
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would  fall  in  gentle  showers,  causing-  the  grass 
to  spring,  the  fruits  to  ripen,  and  the  corn  to 
grow  an  inch  an  hour.  If  displeased,  however, 
she  would  brew  up  clouds  black  as  ink,  sitting 
in  the  midst  of  them  like  a  bottle-bellied  spider  in 
the  midst  of  its  web;  and  when  these  clouds 
broke  woe  betide  the  valleys! 

In  old  times,  say  the  Indian  traditions,  there 
was  a  kind  of  Manitou  or  Spirit  who  kept  about 
the  wildest  recesses  of  the  Catskill  Mountains, 
and  took  a  mischievous  pleasure  in  wreaking 
all  kinds  of  evils  and  vexations  upon  the  red 
men.  Sometimes  he  would  assume  the  form  of 
a  bear,  a  panther,  or  a  deer,  "lead  the  bewildered 
hunter  a  weary  chase  through  tangled  forests 
and  among  ragged  rocks,  and  then  spring  off 
with  a  loud  ho!  ho!  leaving  him  aghast  on  the 
brink  of  a  beetling  precipice  or  raging  torrent. 

The  favorite  abode  of  this  Manitou  is  still 
shown.  It  is  a  great  rock  or  cliff  on  the  loneliest 
part  of  the  mountains,  and,  from  the  flowering 
vines  which  clamber  about  it,  and  the  wild  flow- 
ers which  abound  in  its  neighborhood,  is  known 
by  the  name  of  the  Garden  Rock.  Near  the  foot 
of  it  is  a  small  lake,  the  haunt  of  the  solitary 
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bittern,  with  water-snakes  basking-  in  the  sun 
on  the  leaves  of  the  pond-lilies,  which  lie  on  the 
surface.  This  place  was  held  in  great  awe  by 
the  Indians,  insomuch  that  the  boldest  hunter 
would  not  pursue  his  game  within  its  precincts. 
Once  upon  a  time,  however,  a  hunter,  who  had 
lost  his  way,  penetrated  to  the  Garden  Rock, 
where  he  beheld  a  number  of  gourds  placed  in 
the  crotches  of  trees.  One  of  these  he  seized  and 
made  off  with  it,  but  in  the  hurry  of  his  retreat 
he  let  it  fall  among  the  rocks,  when  a  great 
stream  gushed  forth,  which  washed  him  away 
and  swept  him  down  precipices,  where  he  was 
dashed  to  pieces,  and  the  stream  made  its  way 
to  the  Hudson,  and  continues  to  flow  to  the  pres- 
ent day;  being  the  identical  stream  known  by 
the  name  of  the  Kaaters-kill. 
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FOUND     AMONG     THE     PAPERS     OF     THE     LATE 
DIEDRICH      KNICKERBOCKER. 


The  whole  neighbourhood  abounds  with  local 
tales,  haunted -sfiots,  and  twilight  super- 
stitions; stars,  shoot  and  meteors  glart 
o/tener  across  the  valley  than  in  any  otker 
part  of  tht  country;  and  the  nightmare, 
•with  her  -whole  nine  fold,  seems  to  make  it 
the  fawuritt  Kent  of  "her  gambols."-?.  W>, 


A  pleasing  land  of  drowsy-head  it  was, 
Of  dreams  that  wave  before  the  half-shut  eye 

And  of  gay  castles  in  the  clouds  that  pass, 
For  ever  flushing  round  a  summer  sky. 

CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE. 

IN  the  bosom,  of  one  of  those  spacious  coves 
which  indent  the  eastern  short  of  the  Hud- 
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son,  at  that  broad  expansion  of  the  river 
denominated  by  the  ancient  Dutch  navigators 
the  Tappan  Zee,  and  where  they  always  pru- 
dently shortened  sail  and  implored  the  pro- 
tection of  St.  iSTicholas  when  they  crossed, 
there  lies  a  small  market-town  or  rural  port 
which  by  some  is  called  Greensburg,  but 
which  is  more  generally  and  properly  known 
by  the  name  of  Tarry  Town.  This  name  was 
given,  we  are  told,  in  former  days  by  the 
good  housewives  of  the  adjacent  country  from 
the  inveterate  propensity  of  their  husbands 
to  linger  about  the  village  tavern  on  market 
days.  Be  that  as  it  may,  I  do  not  vouch  for 
the  fact,  but  merely  advert  to  it  for  the  sake 
of  being  precise  and  authentic.  Not  far  from 
this  village,  perhaps  about  two  miles,  there  is 
a  little  valley,  or  rather  lap  of  land,  among 
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high  hills,  which  is  one  of  the  quietest  places 
in  the  whole  world.  A  small  brook  glides 
through  it,  with  just  murmur  enough  to  lull 
one  to  repose,  and  the  occasional  whistle  of  a 
quail  or  tapping  of  a  woodpecker  is  almost 
the  only  sound  that  ever  breaks  in  upon  the 
uniform  tranquility. 

I  recollect  that  when  a  stripling  my  first 
exploit  in  squirrel-shooting  was  in  a  grove  of 
tall  walnut  trees  that  shades  one  side  of  the 
valley.  I  had  wandered  into  it  at  noontime, 
when  all  Mature  is  peculiarly  quiet,  and  was 
startled  by  the  roar  of  my  own  gun  as  it  broke 
the  Sabbath  stillness  around  and  was  pro- 
longed and  reverberated  by  the  angry  echoes. 
If  ever  I  should  wish  for  a  retreat  whither  I 
might  steal  from  the  world  and  its  distraction! 
and  dream  quietly  away  tb*>  romnant  of  a 
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troubled  life,  I  know  of  none  more  promising 
than  this  little  valley. 

From  the  listless  repose  of  the  place  and 
the  peculiar  character  of  its  inhabitants,,  who 
are  descendants  from  the  original  Dutch  set- 
tlers, this  sequestered  glen  has  long  been 
known  by  the  name  of  SLEEPY  HOLLOW,  and 
its  rustic  lads  are  called  the  Sleepy  Hollow 
JBoys  throughout  all  the  neighboring  country. 
A  drowsy,  dreamy  influence  seems  to  hang 
over  the  land  and  to  pervade  the  very  atmos- 
phere. Some  say  that  the  place  was  be- 
^witched  by  a  High  German  doctor  during 
the  early  days  of  the  settlement;  others,  that 
an  old  Indian  chief,  the  prophet  or  wizard 
•of  his  tribe,  held  his  powwows  there  before 
the  country  was  discovered  by  Master  Hen- 
•drick  Hudson.  Certain  it  is,  the  place  stil] 
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continues  under  the  sway  of  some  witching 
power  that  holds  a  spell  over  the  minds  of  the 
good  people,  causing  them  to  walk  in  a  con- 
tinual reverie.  They  are  given  to  all  kinds 
of  marvellous  beliefs,  are  subject  to  trances 
and  visions,  and  frequently  see  strange  sights 
and  hear  music  and  voices  in  the  air.  The 
whole  neighborhood  abounds  with  local  tales, 
haunted  spots,  and  twilight  superstitions  j 
stars  shoot  and  meteors  glare  oftener  across 
the  valky  than  in  any  other  part  of  the  coun- 
try, and  the  nightmare,  with  the  whole  nine- 
fold, seems  to  make  it  the  favorite  scene  of 
her  gambols. 

The  dominant  spirit,  however,  that  haunts 
this  enchanted  region,  and  seems  to  be  com- 
mander-in-chief  of  all  the  powers  of  the  air, 
is  the  apparition  of  a  figure  on  horseback 
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without  a  head.  It  is  said  by  some  to  be  the 
ghost  of  a  Hessian  trooper  whose  head  had 
been  carried  away  by  a  cannon-ball  in  some 
nameless  battle  during  the  Revolutionary 
War,  and  who  is  ever  and  anon  seen  by  the 
country-folk  hurrying  along  in  the  gloom  of 
night  as  if  on  the  wings  of  the  wind.  His 
haunts  are  not  confined  to  the  valley,  but  ex- 
tend at  times  to  the  adjacent  roads,  and  es- 
pecially to  the  vicinity  of  a  church  at  no  great 
distance.  Indeed,  certain  of  the  most  Authen- 
tic historians  of  those  parts,  who  have  been 
careful  in  collecting  and  collating  the  float- 
ing facts  concerning  this  spectre,  allege  that 
the  body  of  the  trooper,  having  been  buried 
in  the  churchyard,  the  ghost  rides  forth  to 
the  scene  of  battle  in  nightly  quest  of  his 
head,  and  that  the  rushing  speed  with  which 
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he  sometimes  passes  along  the  Hollow,  like 
a  midnight  blast,  is  owing  to  his  being  be- 
lated and  in  a  hurry  to  get  back  to  the  church- 
yard before  daybreak. 

Such  is  the  general  purport  of  this  legend- 
ary superstition,  which  has  furnished  ma- 
terials for  many  a  wild  story  in  that  region 
of  shadows;  and  the  spectre  is  known  at  all 
the  country  firesides  by  the  name  of  the 
Headless  Horseman  of  Sleepy  Hollow. 

It  is  remarkable  that  the  visionary  pro- 
pensity I  have  mentioned  is  not  confined  to 
the  native  inhabitants  of  the  valley,  but  is 
unconsciously  imbibed  by  every  one  who  re- 
sides there  for  a  time.  However  wide  awake 
they  may  have  been  before  they  entered  that 
sleepy  region,  they  are  sure  in  a  little  time  to 
inhale  the  witching  influence  of  the  air  and 
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begin  to  grow  imaginative — to  dream  dreams 
and  see  apparitions. 

I  mention  this  peaceful  spot  with  all  possi- 
ble laud,  for  it  is  in  such  little  retired  Dutch 
valley,  found  here  and  there  embosomed  in 
the  great  State  of  New  York,  that  population, 
manners,  and  customs  remain  fixed,  while  the 
great  torrent  of  migration  and  improvement, 
which  is  making  such  incessant  changes  in 
other  parts  of  this  restless  country,  sweeps  by 
them  unobserved.  They  are  like  those  little 
nooks  of  still  water  which  border  a  rapid 
stream  where  we  may  see  the  straw  and  bub- 
ble riding  quietly  at  anchor  or  slowly  re- 
volving in  their  mimic  harbor,  undisturbed 
by  the  rush  of  the  passing  current.  Though 
many  years  have  elapsed  since  I  trod  the 
drowsy  shades  of  Sleepy  Hollow,  yet  I  ques- 
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tion  whether  I  should  not  still  find  the  same 
trees  and  the  same  families  vegetating  in  its 
sheltered  bosom. 

In  this  by-place  of  Nature  there  abode,  in, 
a  remote  period  of  American  history — that 
is  to  say,  some  thirty  years  since — a  worthy 
wight  of  the  name  of  Ichabod  Crane,  wha 
sojourned,  or,  as  he  expressed  it,  "tarried," 
in  Sleepy  Hollow  for  the  purpose  of  instruct- 
ing the  children  of  the  vicinity.  He  was  a 
native  of  Connecticut,  a  State  which  supplies 
the  Union  with  pioneers  for  the  mind  as  well 
as  for  the  forest,  and  sends  forth  yearly  its 
legions  of  frontier  woodmen  and  country 
schoolmasters.  The  cognomen  of  Crane  was 
not  inapplicable  to  his  person.  He  was  tall, 
but  exceedingly  lank,  with  narrow  shoulders, 
long  arms  and  legs,  hands  that  dangled  a  mile 
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out  of  his  sleeves,  feet  that  might  have  served 
for  shovels,  and  his  whole  frame  most  loosely 
hung  together.  His  head  was  small,  and  flat 
at  top,  with  huge  ears,  large  green  glassy  eyes, 
and  a  long  snip  nose,  so  that  it  looked  like  a 
weather-cock  perched  upon  his  spindle  neck 
to  tell  which  way  the  wind  blew.  To  see  him 
striding  along  the  profile  of  a  hill  on  a  windy 
day,  with  his  clothes  bagging  and  fluttering 
about  him,  one  might  have  mistaken  him  for 
the  genius  of  Famine  descending  upon  the 
earth  or  some  scarecrow  eloped  from  a  corn- 
field. 

His  school-house  was  a  low  building  of  one 
large  room,  rudely  constructed  of  logs,  the  win- 
dows partly  glazed,  and  partly  patched  with 
leaves  of  old  copy-books.  It  was  most  ingen- 
iously secured  at  vacant  hours  by  a  withe 
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twisted  in  the  handle  of  the  door  and  stakes  set 
against  the  window-shutters,  so  that,  though 
a  thief  might  get  in  with  perfect  ease,  he 
would  find  some  embarrassment  in.  getting 
out — an  idea  most  probably  borrowed  by  the 
architect,  Yost  Van  Houten,  from  the  mys- 
tery of  an  eel-pot.  The  school-house  stood  in 
a  rather  lonely  but  pleasant  situation,  just  at 
the  foot  of  a  woody  hill,  with  a  brook  running 
close  by  and  a  formidable  birch  tree  growing 
at  one  end  of  it.  From  hence  the  low  mur- 
mur of  his  pupils'  voices,  conning  over  their 
lessons,  might  be  heard  in  a  drowsy  summer's 
day  like  the  hum  of  a  bee-hive,  interrupted 
now  and  then  by  the  authoritative  voice  of 
the  master  in  the  tone  of  menace  or  com- 
mand, or,  peradventure,  by  the  appalling 
sound  of  the  birch  as  he  urged  some  tardy 
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loiterer  along  the  flowery  path  of  knowledge. 
Truth  to  say,  he  was  a  conscientious  man, 
and  ever  bore  in  mind  the  golden  maxim, 
"Spare  the  rod  and  spoil  the  child."  Ichabod 
Crane's  scholars  certainly  were  not  spoiled. 

I  would  not  have  it  imagined,  however, 
that  he  was  one  of  those  cruel  potentates  of 
the  school  who  joy  in  the  smart  of  their  sub- 
jects; on  the  contrary,  he  administered  jus- 
tice with  discrimination  rather  than  severity, 
taking  the  burden  off  the  backs  of  the  weak 
and  laying  it  on  those  of  the  strong.  Your 
mere  puny  stripling,  that  winced  at  the  least 
flourish  of  the  rod,  was  passed  by  with  indul- 
gence; but  the  claims  of  justice  were  satis- 
fied by  inflicting  a  double  portion  on  some 
little  tough,  wrong-headed,  broad-skirted 
Dutch  urchin,  who  sulked  and  swelled  and 
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grew  dogged  and  sullen  beneath  the  birch. 
All  this  he  called  "doing  his  duty  by  their 
parents;"  and  he  never  inflicted  a  chastise- 
ment without  following  it  by  the  assurance, 
so  consolatory  to  the  smarting  urchin,  that 
"he  would  remember  it  and  thank  him  for  it 
the  longest  day  he  had  to  live." 

When  school-hours  were  over  he  was  even 
the  companion  and  playmate  of  the  larger 
boys,  and  on  holiday  afternoons  would  convoy 
some  of  the  smaller  ones  home  -who  happened 
to  have  pretty  sisters  or  good  housewives  for 
mothers  noted  for  the  comforts  of  the  cup- 
board. Indeed  it  behooved  him  to  keep  on. 
good  terms  with  his  pupils.  The  revenue 
arising  from  his  school  was  small,  and  would 
have  been  scarcely  sufficient  to  furnish  him 
with  daily  bread,  for  he  was  a  huge  feeder, 
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and,  though  lank,  had  the  dilating  powers  of 
an  anaconda;  but  to  help  out  his  maintenance 
he  was,  according  to  country  custom  in  those 
parts,  boarded  and  lodged  at  the  houses  of 
the  farmers  whose  children  he  instructed. 
With  these  he  lived  successively  a  week  at  a 
time,  thus  going  the  rounds  of  the  neighbor- 
hood with  all  his  worldly  effects  tied  up  in  a 
cotton  handkerchief. 

That  all  this  might  not  be  too  onerous  on 
the  purses  of  his  rustic  patrons,  who  are  apt 
to  consider  the  costs  of  schooling  a  grievous 
burden  and  schoolmasters  as  mere  drones,  he 
had  various  ways  of  rendering  himself  both 
useful  and  agreeable.  He  assisted  the  farm- 
ers occasionally  in  the  lighter  labors  of  their 
farms,  helped  to  make  hay,  mended  the 
fences,  took  the  horses  to  water,  drove  the 
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cows  from  pasture,  and  cut  wood  for  the  win- 
ter fire.  He  laid  aside,  too,  all  the  dominant 
dignity  and  absolute  sway  with  which  he 
lorded  it  in  his  little  empire,  the  school,  and 
became  wonderfully  gentle  and  ingratiating. 
He  found  favor  in  the  eyes  of  the  mothers 
by  petting  the  children,  particularly  the 
youngest;  and  like  the  lion  bold,  which 
whilom  so  magnanimously  the  lamb  did  hold, 
he  would  sit  with  a  child  on  one  knee  and 
rock  a  cradle  with  his  foot  for  whole  hours 
together. 

In  addition  to  his  other  vocations,  he  was 
the  singing-master  of  the  neighborhood  and 
picked  up  many  bright  shillings  by  instruct- 
ing the  young  folks  in  psalmody.  It  was  a 
matter  of  no  little  vanity  to  him  on  Sundays 
to  take  his  station  in  front  of  the  church- 
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gallery  with  a  band  of  chosen  singers,  where, 
in  his  own  mind,  he  completely  carried  away 
the  palm  from  the  parson.  Certain  it  is,  his 
voice  resounded  far  above  all  the  rest  of  the 
congregation,  and  there  are  peculiar  quavers 
still  to  be  heard  in  that  church,  and  which 
may  even  be  heard  half  a  mile  off,  quite  to 
the  opposite  side  of  the  mill-pond  on  a  still 
Sunday  morning,  which  are  said  to  be  legiti- 
mately descended  from  the  nose  of  Ichabod 
Crane.  Thus,  by  divers  little  makeshifts  in 
that  ingenious  way  which  is  commonly  de- 
nominated "by  hook  and  by  crook/'  the 
worthy  pedagogue  got  on  tolerably  enough, 
and  was  thought,  by  all  who  understood 
nothing  of  the  labor  of  headwork,  to  have  a 
wonderfully  easy  life  of  it. 

The  schoolmaster  is  generally  a  man   of 
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some  importance  in  the  female  circle  of  a 
rural  neighborhood,  being  considered  a  kind 
of  idle,  gentlemanlike  personage  of  vastly 
superior  taste  and  accomplishments  to  the 
rough  country  swains,  and,  indeed,  inferior 
in  learning  only  to  the  parson.  His  appear- 
ance, therefore,  is  apt  to  occasion  some  little 
stir  at  the  tea-table  of  a  farmhouse  and  the 
addition  of  a  supernumerary  dish  of  cakes  or 
sweetmeats,  or,  peradventure,  the  parade  of 
a  silver  tea-pot.  Our  man  of  letters,  there- 
fore, was  peculiarly  happy  in  the  smiles  of  all 
the  country  damsels.  How  he  would  figure 
among  them  in  the  churchyard  between  ser- 
vices on  Sundays,  gathering  grapes  for  them 
from  the  wild  vines  that  overrun  the  sur- 
rounding trees;  reciting  for  their  amusement 
all  the  epitaphs  on  the  tombstones;  or  saunt- 
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ering,  with  a  whole  bevy  of  them,  along  the 
banks  of  the  adjacent  mill-pond,  while  the 
more  bashful  country  bumpkins  hung  sheep- 
ishly back,  envying  his  superior  elegance  and 
address. 

From  his  half -itinerant  life,  also,  he  was  a 
kind  of  travelling  gazette,  carrying  the  whole 
budget  of  local  gossip  from  house  to  house,  so 
that  his  ap'^earance  was  always  greeted  with 
satisfaction.  He  was,  moreover,  esteemed  by 
the  women  as  a  man  of  great  erudition,  for  he 
had  read  several  books  quite  through,  and  was 
a  perfect  master  of  Cotton  Mather's  History 
of  New  England  Witchcraft,  in  which,  by 
the  way,  he  most  firmly  and  potently  be- 
lieved. 

He  was,  in  fact,  an  odd  mixture  of  small 
shrewdness  and  simple  credulity.  His  appe- 
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tite  for  the  marvellous  and  his  powers  of  di- 
gesting it  were  equally  extraordinary,  and 
both  had  been  increased  by  his  residence  in 
this  spellbound  region.  No  tale  was  too  gross 
or  monstrous  for  his  capacious  swallow.  It 
was  often  his  delight,  after  his  school  was 
dismissed  in  the  afternoon,  to  stretch  himself 
on  the  rich  bed  of  clover  bordering  the  little 
brook  that  whimpered  by  his  school-house, 
and  there  con  over  old  Mather's  direful  tales 
until  the  gathering  dusk  of  the  evening  made 
the  printed  page  a  mere  mist  before  his  eyes. 
Then,  as  he  wended  his  way  by  swamp  and 
stream  and  awful  woodland  to  the  farmhouse 
where  he  happened  to  be  quartered,  every 
sound  of  Nature  at  that  witching  hour  flut- 
tered his  excited  imagination — the  moan  of 
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the  whip-poor-will*  from  the  hillside;  the 
boding  cry  of  the  tree-toad,  that  harbinger  of 
storm;  the  dreary  hooting  of  the  screech-owl, 
or  the  sudden  rustling  in  the  thicket  of  birds 
frightened  from  their  roost.  The  fire-flies, 
too,  which  sparkled  most  vividly  in  the  dark- 
est places,  now  and  then  startled  him  as  one 
of  uncommon  brightness  would  stream  across 
his  path ;  and  if,  by  chance,  a  huge  blockhead 
of  a  beetle  came  winging  his  blundering  flight 
against  him,  the  poor  varlet  was  ready  to  give 
up  the  ghost,  with  the  idea  that  he  was  struck 
with  a  witch's  token.  His  only  resource  on 
such  occasions,  either  to  drown  thought  or 
drive  away  evil  spirits,  was  to  sing  psalm 
tunes;  and  the  good  people  of  Sleepy  Hollow, 

*The  whip-poor-will  is  a  bird  which  is  only  heard  at 
night.  It  receives  its  name  from  its  note,  which  is  thought 
to  resemble  those  words. 
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as  they  sat  by  their  doors  of  an  evening,  were 
often  filled  with  awe  at  hearing  his  nasal 
melody,  "in  linked  sweetness  long  drawn 
out,"  floating  from  the  distant  hill  or  along 
the  dusky  road. 

Another  of  his  sources  of  fearful  pleasure 
was  to  pass  long  winter  evenings  with  the  old 
Dutch  wives  as  they  sat  spinning  by  the  fire, 
with  a  row  of  apples  roasting  and  spluttering 
along  the  hearth,  and  listen  to  their  marvel- 
lous tales  of  ghosts  and  goblins,  and  haunted 
fields,  and  haunted  brooks,  and  haunted 
bridges,  and  haunted  houses,  and  particularly 
of  the  headless  horseman,  or  Galloping  Hes- 
sian of  the  Hollow,  as  they  sometimes  called 
him.  He  would  delight  them  equally  by  his 
anecdotes  of  witchcraft  and  of  the  direful 
omens  and  portentous  sights  and  sounds  in 
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the  air  which  prevailed  in  the  earlier  times  of 
Connecticut,  and  would  frighten  them  woe- 
fully with  speculations  upon  comets  and 
shooting  stars,  and  with  the  alarming  fact  that 
the  world  did  absolutely  turn  round  and  that 
they  were  half  the  time  topsy-turvy. 

But  if  there  was  a  pleasure  in  all  this  while 
snugly  cuddling  in  the  chimney-corner  of  a 
chamber  that  was  all  of  a  ruddy  glow  from 
the  crackling  wood-fire,  and  where,  of  course, 
no  spectre  dared  to  show  its  face,  it  was  dearly 
purchased  by  the  terrors  of  his  subsequent 
walk  homewards.  What  fearful  shapes  and 
shadows  beset  his  path  amidst  the  dim  and 
ghastly  glare  of  a  snowy  night!  With  what 
wistful  look  did  he  eye  every  trembling  ray 
of  light  streaming  across  the  waste  fields  from 
some  distant  window!  How  often  was  he 
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appalled  by  some  slirub  covered  with  snow, 
which,  like  a  sheeted  spectre,  beset  his  very 
path!  How  often  did  he  shrink  with  curd- 
ling awe  at  the  sound  of  his  own  steps  on  the 
frosty  crust  beneath  his  feet,  and  dread  to 
look  over  his  shoulder,  lest  he  should  behold 
some  uncouth  being  tramping  close  behind 
him!  And  how  often  was  he  thrown  into 
complete  dismay  by  some  rushing  blast  howl- 
ing among  the  trees,  in  the  idea  that  it  was  the 
Galloping  Hessian  on  one  of  his  nightly 
scourings! 

All  these,  however,  were  mere  terrors  of  the 
night,  phantoms  of  the  mind  that  walk  in 
darkness;  and  though  he  had  seen  many 
spectres  in  his  time,  and  been  more  than 
once  beset  by  Satan  in  divers  shapes  in  his 
lonely  perambulations,  yet  daylight  put  an 
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end  to  all  these  evils;  and  he  would  have 
passed  a  pleasant  life  of  it,  in  despite  of  the 
devil  and  all  his  works,  if  his  path  had  not 
been  crossed  by  a  being  that  causes  more  per- 
plexity to  mortal  man  than  ghosts,  goblins, 
and  the  whole  race  of  witches  put  together, 
and  that  was — a  woman. 

Among  the  musical  disciples  who  as- 
sembled one  evening  in  each  week  to  receive 
his  instructions  in  psalmody  was  Katrina  Van 
Tassel,  the  daughter  and  only  child  of  a  sub- 
stantial Dutch  farmer.  She  was  a  blooming 
lass  of  fresh  eighteen,  plump  as  a  partridge, 
ripe  and  melting  and  rosy-cheeked  as  one  of 
her  father's  peaches,  and  universally  famed, 
not  merely  for  her  beauty,  but  her  vast  ex- 
pectations. She  was  withal  a  little  of  a  coquette 
as  might  be  perceived  even  in  her  dress,  which 
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was  a  mixture  of  ancient  and  modern  fash- 
ions, as  most  suited  to  set  off  her  charms.  She 
wore  the  ornaments  of  pure  yellow  gold  which 
her  great-great-grandmother  had  brought  over 
from  Saardam,  the  tempting  stomacher  of  the 
olden  time,  and  withal  a  provokingly  short 
petticoat  to  display  the  prettiest  foot  and 
ankle  in  the  country  round. 

Ichabod  Crane  had  a  soft  and  foolish  heart 
towards  the  sex,  and  it  is  not  to  be  wondered 
at  that  so  tempting  a  morsel  soon  found  favor 
in  his  eyes,  more  especially  after  he  had 
visited  her  in  her  paternal  mansion.  Old 
Baltus  Yan  Tassel  was  a  perfect  picture  of  a 
thriving,  contented,  liberal-hearted  farmer. 
He  seldom,  it  is  true,  sent  either  his  eyes  or 
his  thoughts  beyond  the  boundaries  of  his  own 
farm,  but  within  those  everything  was  snug, 
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happy,  and  well-conditioned.  He  was  satis- 
fied with  his  wealth,  but  not  proud  of  it,  and 
piqued  himself  upon  the  hearty  abundance, 
rather  than  the  style,  in  which  he  lived.  His 
stronghold  was  situated  on  the  banks  of  the 
Hudson,  in  one  of  those  green,  sheltered,  fer- 
tile nooks  in  which  the  Dutch  farmers  are  so 
fond  of  nestling.  A  great  elm  tree  spread  its 
broad  branches  over  it,  at  the  foot  of  which 
bubbled  up  a  spring  of  the  softest  and  sweet- 
est water  in  a  little  well  formed  of  a  barrel, 
and  then  stole  sparkling  away  through  the 
grass  to  a  neighboring  brook  that  bubbled 
along  among  alders  and  dwarf  willows.  Hard 
by  the  farmhouse  was  a  vast  barn,  that  might 
have  served  for  a  church,  every  window  and 
crevice  of  which  seemed  bursting  forth  with 
the  treasures  of  the  farm;  the  flail  was  busily 
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resounding  within  it  from  morning  to  night; 
swallows  and  martins  skimmed  twittering 
about  the  eaves;  and  rows  of  pigeons,  some 
with  one  eye  turned  up,  as  if  watching  the 
weather,  some  with  their  heads  under  their 
wings  or  buried  in  their  bosoms,  and  others, 
swelling,  and  cooing,  and  bowing  about  their 
dames,  were  enjoying  the  sunshine  on  the 
roof.  Sleek,  unwieldy  porkers  were  grunting 
in  the  repose  and  abundance  of  their  pens, 
whence  sallied  forth,  now  and  then,  troops  of 
sucking  pigs  as  if  to  snuff  the  air.  A  stately 
squadron  of  snowy  geese  were  riding  in  an 
adjoining  pond,  convoying  whole  fleets  of 
ducks;  regiments  of  turkeys  were  gobbling 
through  the  farmyard,  and  guinea-fowls  fret- 
ting about  it,  like  ill-tempered  housewives, 
with  their  peevish,  discontented  cry.  Before 
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the  barn-door  strutted  the  gallant  cock,  that 
pattern  of  a  husband,  a  warrior,  and  a  fine 
gentleman,  clapping  his  burnished  wings  and 
crowing  in  the  pride  and  gladness  of  his  heart 
— sometimes  tearing  up  the  earth  with  his 
feet,  and  then  generously  calling  his  ever- 
hungry  family  of  wives  and  children  to  enjoy 
the  rich  morsel  which  he  had  discovered. 

The  pedagogue's  mouth  watered  as  he 
looked  upon  this  sumptuous  promise  of  luxu- 
rious winter  fare.  In  his  devouring  mind's 
eye  he  pictured  to  himself  every  roasting-pig 
running  about  with  a  pudding  in  his  belly  and 
an  apple  in  his  mouth;  the  pigeons  were 
snugly  put  to  bed  in  a  comfortable  pie  and 
tucked  in  with  a  coverlet  of  crust;  the  geese 
were  swimming  in  their  own  gravy;  and  the 

ducks  pairing  cosily  in  dishes,  like  snug  mar- 
il 
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ried  couples,  with  a  decent  competency  of 
onion  sauce.  In  the  porkers  he  saw  carved 
out  the  future  sleek  side  of  bacon  and  juicy 
relishing  ham;  not  a  turkey  but  he  beheld 
daintily  trussed  up,  with  its  gizzard  under  its 
wing,  and,  peradventure,  a  necklace  of  savory 
sausages;  and  even  bright  Chanticleer  himself 
lay  sprawling  on  his  back  in  a  side-dish,  with 
uplifted  claws,  as  if  craving  that  quarter 
which  his  chivalrous  spirit  disdained  to  ask 
while  living. 

As  the  enraptured  Ichabod  fancied  all  this, 
and  as  he  rolled  his  great  green  eyes  over  the 
fat  meadow-lands,  the  rich  fields  of  wheat,  of 
rye,  of  buckwheat,  and  Indian  corn,  and  the 
orchards  burdened  with  ruddy  fruit,  which 
surrounded  the  warm  tenement  of  Van  Tassel, 
his  heart  yearned  after  the  damsel  who  was 
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to  inherit  these  domains,  and  his  imagination 
expanded  with  the  idea  how  they  might  be 
readily  turned  into  cash  and  the  money  in- 
rested  in  immense  tracts  of  wild  land  and 
ihingle  palaces  in  the  wilderness.  Nay,  his 
busy  fancy  already  realized  his  hopes,  and 
presented  to  him  the  blooming  Katrina,  with 
a  whole  family  of  children,  mounted  on  the 
top  of  a  wagon  loaded  with  household  trump- 
ery, with  pots  and  kettles  dangling  beneath, 
and  he  beheld  himself  bestriding  a  pacing 
mare,  with  a  colt  at  her  heels,  setting  out  for 
Kentucky,  Tennessee,  or  the  Lord  knows 
where. 

When  he  entered  the  house  the  conquest  of 
his  heart  was  complete.  It  was  one  of  those 
spacious  farmhouses  with  high-ridged  but 
lowly-sloping  roofs,  built  in  the  style  handed 
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down  from  the  first  Dutch  settlers,  the  low 
projecting  eaves  forming  a  piazza  along  the 
front  capable  of  being  closed  up  in  bad 
weather.  Under  this  were  hung  flails,  har- 
ness, various  utensils  of  husbandry,  and  nets 
for  fishing  in  the  neighboring  river.  Benches 
were  built  along  the  sides  for  summer  use,  and 
a  great  spinning-wheel  at  one  end  and  a  churn 
at  the  other  showed  the  various  uses  to  which 
this  important  porch  might  be  devoted.  From 
this  piazza  the  wondering  Ichabod  entered  the 
hall,  which  formed  the  centre  of  the  mansion 
and  the  place  of  usual  residence.  Here  rows 
of  resplendent  pewter,  ranged  on  a  long  dres- 
ser, dazzled  his  eyes.  In  one  corner  stood  a 
huge  bag  of  wool  ready  to  be  spun ;  in  another 
a  quantity  of  linsey-woolsey  just  from  the 
loom;  ears  of  Indian  corn  and  strings  of  dried 
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apples  and  peaches  hung  in  gay  festoons  along 
the  walls,  mingled  with  the  gaud  of  red  pep- 
pers; and  a  door  left  ajar  gave  him  a  peep  into 
the  best  parlor,  where  the  claw-footed  chairs 
and  dark  mahogany  tables  shone  like  mirrors ; 
andirons,  with  their  accompanying  shovel  and 
tongs,  glistened  from  their  covert  of  asparagus 
tops;  mock-oranges  and  conch-shells  decorated 
the  mantlepiece;  strings  of  various-colored 
birds'  eggs  were  suspended  above  it;  a  great 
ostrich  egg  was  hung  from  the  centre  of  the 
room,  and  a  corner  cupboard,  knowingly  left 
open,  displayed  immense  treasures  of  old 
silver  and  well-mended  china. 

From  the  moment  Ichabod  laid  his  eyes 
upon  these  regions  of  delight  the  peace  of  his 
mind  was  at  an  end,  and  his  only  study  was 
how  to  gain  the  affections  of  the  peerless 
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daughter  of  Van  Tassel.  In  this  enterprise, 
however,  he  had  more  real  difficulties  than 
generally  fell  to  the  lot  of  a  knight-errant  of 
yore,  who  seldom  had  anything  but  giants, 
enchanters,  fiery  dragons,  and  such-like  easily- 
conquered  adversaries  to  contend  with,  and 
had  to  make  his  way  merely  through  gates  of 
iron  and  brass  and  walls  of  adamant  to  the 
castle  keep,  where  the  lady  of  his  heart,  was 
confined;  all  which  he  achieved  as  easily  as  a 
man  would  carve  his  way  to  the  centre  of  a 
Christmas  pie,  and  then  the  lady  gave  him  her 
hand  as  a  matter  of  course.  Ichabod,  on  the 
contrary,  had  to  win  his  way  to  the  heart  of  a 
country  coquette  beset  with  a  labyrinth  of 
whims  and  caprices,  which  were  forever  pre- 
senting new  difficulties  and  impediments,  and 
he  had  to  encounter  a  host  of  fearful  adver- 
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saries  of  real  flesh  and  blood,  the  numerous 
rustic  admirers  who  beset  every  portal  to  her 
heart,  keeping  a  watchful  and  angry  eye  upon 
each  other,  but  ready  to  fly  out  in  the  com- 
mon cause  against  any  new  competitor. 

Among  these  the  most  formidable  was  a 
burly,  roaring,  roistering  blade  of  the  name  of 
Abraham — or,  according  to  the  Dutch  abbre- 
viation, Brom — Van  Brunt,  the  hero  of  the 
country  round,  which  rang  with  his  feats  of 
strength  and  hardihood.  He  was  broad- 
shouldered  and  double-jointed,  with  short 
curly  black  hair  and  a  bluff  but  not  unpleas- 
ant countenance,  having  a  mingled  air  of  fun 
and  arrogance.  From  his  Herculean  frame 
and  great  powers  of  limb,  he  had  received  the 
nickname  of  BROM  BONES,  by  which  he  was 
universally  known.  He  was  famed  for  great 
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knowledge  and  skill  in  horsemanship,  being  as 
dexterous  on  horseback  as  a  Tartar.  He  was 
foremost  at  all  races  and  cock-fights,  and,  with 
the  ascendancy  which  bodily  strength  ac- 
quires in  rustic  life,  was  the  umpire  in  all  dis- 
putes, setting  his  hat  on  one  side  and  giving 
his  decisions  with  an  air  and  tone  admitting 
of  no  gainsay  or  appeal.  He  was  always  ready 
for  either  a  fight  or  a  frolic,  but  had  more 
michief  than  ill-will  in  his  composition;  and 
with  all  his  overbearing  roughness  there  was 
a  strong  dash  of  waggish  good-humor  at  bot- 
tom. He  had  three  or  four  boon  companions 
who  regarded  him  as  their  model,  ind  at  the 
head  of  whom  he  scoured  the  country,  attend- 
ing every  scene  of  feud  or  merriment  for 
miles  around.  In  cold  weather  he  was  dis- 
tinguished by  a  fur  cap  surmounted  with  a 
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flaunting  fox's  tail;  and  when  the  folks  at  a 
country  gathering  descried  this  well-known 
crest  at  a  distance,  whisking  about  among  a 
squad  of  hard  riders,  they  always  stood  by  for 
a  squall.  Sometimes  his  crew  would  be  heard 
dashing  along  past  the  farm-houses  at  mid- 
night with  whoop  and  halloo,  like  a  troop  of 
Don  Cossacks,  and  the  old  dames,  startled  out 
of  their  sleep,  would  listen  for  a  moment  till 
the  hurry-scurry  had  clattered  by,  and  then 
exclaim,  f<  A.y,  there  goes  Brom  Bones  and  his 
gang!"  The  neighbors  looked  upon  him 
with  a  mixture  of  awe,  admiration,  and  good- 
will, and  when  any  madcap  prank  or  rustic 
brawl  occurred  in  the  vicinity  always  shook 
their  heads  and  warranted  Brom  Bones  was 
at  the  bottom  of  it. 

This  rantipole   hero  had   for   some   time 
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singled  out  the  blooming  Katrina  for  the  ob- 
ject of  his  uncouth  gallantries,  and,  though 
his  amorous  toyings  were  something  like  the 
gentle  caresses  and  endearments  of  a  bear,  yet 
it  was  whispered  that  she  did  not  altogether  ' 
discourage  his  hopes.  Certain  it  is,  his  ad- 
vances were  signals  for  rival  candidates  to 
retire  who  felt  no  inclination  to  cross  a  line  in 
his  amours;  insomuch,  that  when  his  horse 
was  seen  tied  to  Van  Tassel's  paling  on  a  Sun- 
day night,  a  sure  sign  that  his  master  was 
courting — or,  as  it  is  termed,  "sparking" — 
within,  all  other  suitors  passed  by  in  despair 
and  carried  the  war  into  other  quarters. 

Such  was  the  formidable  rival  with  whom 
Ichabod  Crane  had  to  contend,  and,  consider- 
ing all  things,  a  stouter  man  than  he  would 
have  shrunk  from  the  competition  and  a  wiser 
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man  would  have  despaired.  He  had,  however, 
a  happy  mixture  of  pliability  and  perseverance 
in  his  nature;  he  was  in  form  and  spirit  like  a 
supple  jack — yielding,  but  tough;  though  he 
bent,  he  never  broke;  and  though  he  bowed 
beneath  the  slightest  pressure,  yet  the  mo- 
ment it  was  away,  jerk,  he  was  as  erect  and 
carried  his  head  as  high  as  ever. 

To  have  taken  the  field  openly  against  his 
rival  would  have  been  madness;  for  he  was 
not  a  man  to  be  thwarted  in  his  amours,  any 
more  than  that  stormy  lover,  Achilles.  Icha- 
bod,  therefore,  made  his  advances  in  a  quiet 
and  gently-insinuating  manner.  Under  cover 
of  his  character  of  singing-master  he  made 
frequent  visits  at  the  farm-house;  not  that  he 
had  anything  to  apprehend  from  the  meddle- 
some interference  of  parents,  which  is  so  often. 
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a  stumbling-block  in  the  path  of  lovers.  Bait 
Van  Tassel  was  an  easy,  indulgent  soul;  he 
loved  his  daughter  better  even  than  his  pipe, 
and,  like  a  reasonable  man  and  an  excellent 
father,  let  her  have  her  way  in  everything. 
His  notable  little  wife,  too,  had  enough  to  do 
to  attend  to  her  housekeeping  and  manage  her 
poultry ;  for,  as  she  sagely  observed,  ducks  and 
geese  are  foolish  things  and  must  be  looked 
after,  but  girls  can  take  care  of  themselves. 
Thus  while  the  busy  dame  bustled  about  the 
house  or  plied  her  spinning-wheel  at  one  end 
of  the  piazza,  honest  Bait  would  sit  smoking 
his  evening  pipe  at  the  other,  watching  the 
achievements  of  a  little  wooden  warrior  who, 
armed  with  a  sword  in  each  hand,  was  most 
valiantly  fighting  the  wind  on  the  pinnacle  of 
the  barn.  In  the  mean  time,  Ichabod  would 


L_ 


(173) 


174:       The  Legend  of  Sleepy  Hollow. 

carry  on  his  suit  with  the  daughter  by  the  side 
of  the  spring  under  the  great  elm  or  saunter- 
ing along  in  the  twilight,  that  hour  so  favor- 
able to  the  lover's  eloquence. 

I  profess  not  to  know  how  women's  hearts 
are  wooed  and  won.  To  me  they  have  always 
been  matters  of  riddle  and  admiration.  Some 
seem  to  have  but  one  vulnerable  point  or  door 
of  access,  while  others  have  a  thousand  ave- 
nues and  may  be  captured  in  a  thousand  differ- 
ent ways.  It  is  a  great  triumph  of  skill  to 
gain  the  former,  but  a  still  greater  proof  of 
generalship  to  maintain  possession  of  the  lat- 
ter, for  a  man  must  battle  for  his  fortress  at 
every  door  and  window.  He  who  wins  a 
thousand  common  hearts  is  therefore  entitled 
to  some  renown,  but  he  who  keeps  undisputed 
sway  over  the  heart  of  a  coquette  is  indeed  a 
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hero  Certain  it  is,  this  was  not  the  case  with 
the  redoubtable  Brom  Bones;  and  from  the 
moment  Ichabod  Crane  made  his  advances  the 
interests  of  the  former  evidently  declined;  his 
horse  was  no  longer  seen  tied  at  the  palings 
on  Sunday  nights,  and  a  deadly  feud  gradu- 
ally arose  between  him  and  the  preceptor  of 
Sleepy  Hollow. 

Brom,  who  had  a  degree  of  rough  chivalry 
in  his  nature,  would  fain  have  carried  mat- 
ters to  open  warfare,  and  have  settled  their 
pretensions  to  the  lady  according  to  the  mode 
of  those  most  concise  and  simple  reasoners,the 
knights-errant  of  yore — by  single  combat; 
but  Ichabod  was  too  conscious  of  the  superior 
might  of  his  adversary  to  enter  the  lists 
against  him:  he  had  overheard  a  boast  of 
Bones,  that  he  would  "double  the  school- 
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master  up  and  lay  him  on  a  shelf  of  his  own 
school-house;"  and  he  was  too  wary  to  give 
him  an  opportunity.  There  was  something 
extremely  provoking  in  this  obstinately 
pacific  system;  it  left  Brom  no  alternative 
but  to  draw  upon  the  funds  of  rustic  waggery 
in  his  disposition  and  to  play  off  boorish  prac- 
tical jokes  upon  his  rival.  Ichabod  became 
the  object  of  whimsical  persecution  to  Bones 
and  his  gang  of  rough  riders.  They  harried 
his  hitherto  peaceful  domains;  smoked  out 
his  singing  school  by  stopping  up  the  chim- 
ney; broke  into  the  school-house  at  night,  in 
spite  of  its  formidable  fastenings  of  withe  and 
window  stakes,  and  turned  everything  topsy- 
turvey;  so  that  the  poor  schoolmaster  began, 
to  think  all  the  witches  in  the  country  held 

their  meetings  there.      But,   what  was  still 
12 
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more  annoying,  Brom  took  all  opportunities 
of  turning  him  into  ridicule  in  presence  of 
his  mistress,  and  had  a  scoundrel  dog  whom 
he  taught  to  whine  in  the  most  ludicrous  man- 
ner, and  introduced  as  a  rival  of  Ichabod's 
to  instruct  her  in  psalmody. 

In  this  way  matters  went  on  for  some  time 
without  producing  any  material  effect  on  the 
relative  situation  of  the  contending  powers. 
On  a  fine  autumnal  afternoon  Ichabod,  in 
pensive  mood,  sat  enthroned  on  the  lofty  stool 
whence  he  usually  watched  all  the  concerns 
of  his  little  literary  realm.  In  his  hand  he 
swayed  a  ferule,  that  sceptre  of  despotic 
power;  the  birch  of  justice  reposed  on  three 
nails  behind  the  throne,  a  constant  terror  to 
evildoers;  while  on  the  desk  before  him 
might  be  seen  sundry  contraband  articles  and 
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prohibited  weapons  detected  upon  the  persona 
of  idle  urchins,  such  as  half-munched  apples, 
popguns,  whirligigs,  fly-cages,  and  whole 
legions  of  rampant  little  paper  game-cocks. 
Apparently  there  had  been  some  appalling  act 
of  justice  recently  inflicted,  for  his  scholars 
were  all  busily  intent  upon  their  books  or 
slyly  whispering  behind  them  with  one  eye 
kept  upon  the  master,  and  a  kind  of  buzzing 
stillness  reigned  throughout  the  school-room. 
It  was  suddenly  interrupted  by  the  appear- 
ance of  a  negro  in  tow-cloth  jacket  and  trow- 
sers,  a  round-crowned  fragment  of  a  hat  like 
the  cap  of  Mercury,  and  mounted  on  the  back 
of  a  ragged,  wild,  half-broken  colt,  which  he 
managed  with  a  rope  by  way  of  halter.  He 
came  clattering  up  to  the  school  door  with  an 
invitation  to  Ichabod  to  attend  a  merry- 
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making  or  "quilting  frolic"  to  be  held  that 
evening  at  Mynheer  Van  Tassel's;  and,  hav- 
ing delivered  his  message  with,  that  air  of  im- 
portance and  effort  at  fine  language  which  a 
negro  is  apt  to  display  on  petty  embassies  of 
the  kind  he  dashed  over  the  brook,  and  was 
seen  scampering  away  up  the  hollow,  full  of 
the  importance  and  hurry  of  his  mission. 

All  was  now  bustle  and  hubbub  in  the  late 
quiet  school-room.  The  scholars  were  hurried 
through  their  lessons  without  stopping  at  tri- 
fles; those  who  were  nimble  skipped  over  half 
with  impunity,  and  those  who  were  tardy  had 
a  smart  application,  now  and  then  in  the  rear 
to  quicken  their  speed  or  help  them  over  a  tall 
word.  Books  were  flung  aside  without  being 
put  away  on  the  shelves,  inkstands  were  over- 
turned, benches  tkrown  down,  and  the  whole 
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school  was  turned  loose  an  hour  before  the 
usual  time,  bursting  forth  like  a  legion  of 
young  imps,  yelping  and  racketing  about  the 
green  in  joy  at  their  early  emancipation. 

The  gallant  Ichabod  now  spent  at  least  an 
extra  half  hour  at  his  toilet,  brushing  and. 
furbishing  up  his  best,  and  indeed  only,  suit 
of  rusty  black,  and  arranging  his  locks  by  a 
bit  of  broken  looking-glass  that  hung  up  in 
the  school-house.  That  he  might  make  his 
appearance  before  his  mistress  in  the  true 
style  of  a  cavalier,  he  borrowed  a  horse  from 
the  farmer  with  whom  he  was  domiciliated,  a 
choleric  old  Dutchman  of  the  name  of  Hans 
Van  Kipper,  and,  thus  gallantly  mounted, 
issued  forth  like  a  knight-errant  in  quest  o<f 
adventures.  But  it  is  meet  I  should,  in  the 
true  spirit  of  romantic  story,  give  some  ac- 
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count  of  the  looks  and  equipments  of  my  hero 
and  his  steed.  The  animal  he  bestrode  was 
a  broken-down  plough-horse  that  had  outlived 
almost  everything  but  his  viciousness.  He 
-was  gaunt  and  shagged,  with  a  ewe  neck  and 
a  head  like  a  hammer;  his  rusty  mane  and 
tail  were  tangled  and  knotted  with  burrs;  one 
eye  had  lost  its  pupil  and  was  glaring  and 
spectral,  but  the  other  had  the  gleam  of  a 
genuine  devil  in  it.  Still,  he  must  nave  had 
fire  and  mettle  in  his  day,  if  we  may  judge 
from  the  name  he  bore  of  Gunpowder.  He 
iiad,  in  fact,  been  a  favorite  steed  of  his  mast- 
er's, the  choleric  Van  Ripper,  who  was  a  furi- 
ous rider,  aad  had  infused,  very  probably, 
some  of  his  own  spirit  into  the  animal;  for, 
old  and  broken  down  as  he  looked,  there  was 
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more  of  the  lurking  devil  in  him  than  in  any 
young  filly  in  the  country. 

Ichabod  was  a  suitable  figure  for  such  a 
steed.  He  rode  with  short  stirrups,  which 
brought  his  knees  nearly  up  to  the  pommel 
of  the  saddle;  his  sharp  elbows  stuck  out  like 
grasshoppers';  he  carried  his  whip  perpen- 
dicularly in  his  hand  like  a  sceptre;  and  as  his 
horse  jogged  on  the  motion  of  his  arms  was 
not  unlike  the  flapping  of  a  .pair  of  wings. 
A  small  wool  hat  rested  on  the  top  of  his 
nose,  for  so  his  scanty  strip  of  forehead  might 
be  called,  and  the  skirts  of  his  black  coat  flut- 
tered out  almost  to  his  horse's  tail.  Such, 
was  the  appearance  of  Ichabod  and  his  steed 
as  they  shambled  out  of  the  gate  of  Hans  Van 
Ripper,  and  it  was  altogether  such  an  appari- 
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tion  as  is  seldom  to  be  met  with  in  broad 
daylight. 

It  was,  as  I  have  said,  a  fine  autumnal  day, 
the  sky  was  clear  and  serene,  and  Nature  wore 
that  rich  and  golden  livery  which  we  always 
associate  with  the  idea  of  abundance.  The 
forests  had  put  on  their  sober  brown  and  yel- 
low, while  some  trees  of  the  tenderer  kind  had 
been  nipped  by  the  frosts  into  brilliant  dyes 
of  orange,  purple,  and  scarlet.  Streaming 
files  of  wild-ducks  began  to  make  their  ap- 
pearance high  in  the  air;  the  bark  of  the 
squirrel  might  be  heard  from  the  groves  of 
beech  and  hickory  nuts,  and  the  pensive 
whistle  of  the  quail  at  intervals  from  the 
neighboring  stubblet-field. 

The  small  birds  were  taking  their  farewell 
banquets.  In  the. fulness  of  their  revelry 
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they  fluttered,  chirping  and  frolicking,  from 
bush  to  bush  and  tree  to  tree,  capricious  from 
the  very  profusion  and  variety  around  them. 
There  was  the  honest  cock  robin,  the  favorite 
game  of  stripling  sportsmen,  with  its  loud 
querulous  note;  and  the  twittering  black- 
birds, flying  in  sable  clouds;  and  the  golden- 
winged  woodpecker,  with  his  crimson  crest, 
his  broad  black  gorget,  and  splendid  plumage ; 
and  the  cedar-bird,  with  its  red-tipt  wings  and 
yellow-tipt  tail  and  its  little  monteiro  cap  of 
feathers;  and  the  blue  jay,  that  noisy  cox- 
comb, in  his  gay  light-blue  coat  and  white 
under-clothes,  screaming  and  chattering,  bob- 
bing and  nodding  and  bowing,  and  pretend- 
ing to  be  on-good  terms  with  every  songster  of 
the  grove. 

As  Ichabod  jogged  slowly  on  his  way  his 
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eye,  ever  open  to  every  symptom  of  culinary 
abundance,  ranged  with  delight  over  the 
treasures  of  jolly  Autumn.  On  all  sides  he 
beheld  vast  store  of  apples — some  hanging 
in  oppressive  opulence  on  the  trees,  some 
gathered  into  baskets  and  barrels  for  the 
market,  others  heaped  up  in  rich  piles  for  the 
cider-press.  Farther  on  he  beheld  great  fields 
of  Indian  corn,  with  its  golden  ears  peeping 
from  their  leafy  coverts  and  holding  out  the 
promise  of  cakes  and  hasty  pudding;  and  the 
yellow  pumpkins  lying  beneath  them,  turning 
up  their  fair  round  bellies  to  the  sun,  and 
giving  ample  prospects  of  the  most  luxurious 
of  pies;  and  anon  he  passed  the  fragrant 
buckwheat-fields,  breathing  the  odor  of  the 
bee-hive,  and  as  he  beheld  them  soft  antici- 
pations stole  over  his  mind  of  dainty  slap- 
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jacks,  well  buttered  and  garnished  with  honey 
or  treacle  by  the  delicate  little  dimpled  hand 
of  Katrina  Van  Tassel. 

Thus  feeding  his  mind  with  many  sweet 
thoughts  and  "sugared  suppositions,"  he 
journeyed  along  the  sides  of  range  of  hills 
which  look  out  upon  some  of  the  goodliest 
scenes  of  the  mighty  Hudson.  The  sun 
gradually  wheeled  his  broad  disk  down  into 
the  west  The  wide  bosom  of  the  Tappan  Zee 
lay  motionless  and  glassy,  excepting  that 
here  and  there  a  gentle  undulation  waved  and 
prolonged  the  blue  shadow  of  the  distant 
mountain.  A  few  amber  clouds  floated  in  the 
sky,  without  a  breath  of  air  to  move  them. 
The  horizon  was  of  a  fine  golden  tint,  chang- 
ing gradually  into  a  pure  apple  green,  and 
from  that  into  the  deep  blue  of  the  mid- 
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heaven.  A  slanting  ray  lingered  on  the 
woody  crests  of  the  precipices  that  overhung 
some  parts  of  the  river,  giving  greater  depth 
to  the  dark-gray  and  purple  of  their  rocky 
sides.  A  sloop  was  loitering  in  the  distance, 
dropping  slowly  down  with  the  tide,  her  sail 
hanging  uselessly  against  the  mast,  and  as  the 
reflection  of  the  sky  gleamed  along  the  still 
water  it  seemed  as  if  the  vessel  was  suspended 
in  the  air. 

It  was  toward  evening  that  Ichabod  arrived 
at  the  castle  of  the  Heer  Van  Tassel,  which 
he  found  thronged  with  the  pride  and  flower 
of  the  adjacent  country — old  farmers,  a  spare 
leathern-faced  race,  in  homespun  coats  and 
breeches,  blue  stockings,  huge  shoes,  and 
magnificent  pewter  buckles;  their  brisk 
withered  little  dames,  in  close  crimped  caps, 


The  Legend  of  Sleepy  Hollow.        1 8  J 

long-waisted  shortgowns,  homespun  petti- 
coats, with  scissors  and  pincushions  and  gay 
calico  pockets  hanging  on  the  outside;  buxom 
lasses,  almost  as  antiquated  as  their  mothers, 
excepting  where  a  straw  hat,  a  fine  ribbon,  or 
perhaps  a  white  frock,  gave  symptoms  of  city 
innovation;  the  sons,  in  short  square-skirted 
coats  with  rows  of  stupendous  brass  buttons, 
and  their  hair  generally  queued  in  the  fashion 
of  the  times,  especially  if  they  could  procure 
an  eel-skin  for  the  purpose,  it  being  esteemed 
throughout  the  country  as  a  potent  nourisher 
and  strengthener  of  the  hair. 

Brom  Bones,  however,  was  the  hero  of  the 
scene,  having  come  to  the  gathering  on  his 
favorite  steed  Daredevil — a  creature,  like 
himself  full  of  metal  and  mischief,  and  which 
no  one  but  himself  could  manage.  He  was,  in 
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fact,  noted  for  preferring  vicious  animals, 
given  to  all  kinds  of  tricks,  which  kept  the 
rider  in  constant  risk  of  his  neck,  for  he  held 
a  tractable,  well-broken  horse  as  unworthy  of 
a  lad  of  spirit. 

Fain  would  I  pause  to  dwell  upon  the  world 
of  charms  that  burst  upon  the  enraptured  gaze 
of  my  hero  as  he  entered  the  state  parlor  of 
Van  Tassel's  mansion.  Not  those  of  the  bevy 
of  buxom  lasses  with  their  luxurious  display 
of  red  and  white,  but  the  ample  charms  of  a 
genuine  Dutch  country  tea-table  in  the 
sumptuous  time  of  autumn.  Such  heaped-up 
platters  of  cakes  of  various  and  almost  inde- 
scribable kinds,  known  only  to  experienced 
Dutch  housewives!  There  was  the  doughty 
doughnut,  the  tenderer  oily  koek,  and  the 
crisp  and  crumbling  cruller;  sweet  cakes  and 
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short  cakes,  ginger  cakes  and  ho^fy  cakes,  and 
the  whole  family  of  cakes.  And  then  there 
were  apple  pies  and  peach  pies  and  pumpkin 


pies;  besides  slices  of  ham  and  smoked  beef; 
and  moreover  delectable  dishes  of  preserved 
plums  and  peaches  and  pears  and  quinces;  not 
to  mention  broiled  shad  and  roasted  chickens; 
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together  with  bowls  of  milk  and  cream, — all 
mingled  higgledy-piggledy,  pretty  much  as  I 
have  enumerated  them,  with  the  motherly 
teapot  sending  up  its  clouds  of  vapor  from  the 
midst.  Heaven  bless  the  mark!  I  want 
breath  and  time  to  discuss  this  banquet  as  it 
deserves,  and  am  too  eager  to  get  on  with  my 
story.  Happily,  Ichabod  Crane  was  not  in  so 
great  a  hurry  as  his  historian,  but  did  ample 
justice  to  every  dainty. 

He  was  a  kind  and  thankful  creature, 
whose  heart  dilated  in  proportion  as  his  skin 
was  filled  with  good  cheer,  and  whose  spirits 
rose  with  eating  as  some  men's  do  with  drink. 
He  could  not  help,  too,  rolling  his  large  eyes 
round  him  as  he  ate,  and  chuckling  with  the 
possibility  that  he  might  one  day  be  lord  of 
all  this  scene  of  almost  unimaginable  luxury 
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and  splendor.  Then,  he  thought,  how  soon 
he'd  turn  his  back  upon  the  old  schoolhouse, 
snap  his  fingers  in  the  face  of  Hans  Van  Rip- 
per and  every  other  niggardly  patron,  and 
kick  any  itinerant  pedagogue  out  of  doors  that 
should  dare  to  call  him  comrade! 

Old  Baltus  Van  Tassel  moved  about  among 
his  guests  with  a  face  dilated  with  content  and 
good  humor,  round  and  jolly  as  the  harvest 
moon.  His  hospitable  attentions  were  brief, 
but  expressive,  being  confined  to  a  shake  of 
'the  hand,  a  slap  on  the  shoulder,  a  loud  laugh, 
and  a  pressing  invitation  to  "fall  to  and  help 
themselves." 

And  now  the  sound  of  the  music  from  the 
common  room,  or  hall,  summoned  to  the 
dance.  The  musician  was  an  old  gray-headed 

negro  who  had  been  the  itinerant  orchestra  of 
13 
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the  neighborhood  for  more  than  half  a  cent- 
ury. His  instrument  was  as  old  and  battered 
as  himself.  The  greater  part  of  the  time  he 
scraped  on  two  or  three  strings,  accompanying 
every  movement  of  the  bow  with  a  motion  of 
the  head,  bowing  almost  to  the  ground  and 
stamping  with  his  foot  whenever  a  fresh 
couple  were  to  start. 

Ichabod  prided  himself  upon  his  dancing  as 
much  as  upon  his  vocal  powers.  Not  a  limb, 
not  a  fibre  about  him  was  idle;  and  to  have 
seen  his  loosely  hung  frame  in  full  motion  and 
clattering  about  the  room  you  would  have 
thought  Saint  Yitus  himself,  that  blessed 
patron  of  the  dance,  was  figuring  before  you 
in  person.  He  was  the  admiration  of  all  the 
negroes,  who,  having  gathered,  of  all  ages  and 
sizes,  from  the  farm  and  the  neighborhood, 
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stood  forming  a  pyramid  of  shining  black 
faces  at  every  door  and  window,  gazing  with 
delight  at  the  scene,  rolling  their  white  eye- 
balls, and  showing  grinning  rows  of  ivory 
from  ear  to  ear.  How  could  the  flogger  of 
urchins  be  otherwise  than  animated  and  joy- 
ous? The  lady  of  his  heart  was  his  partner  in 
the  dance,  and  smiling  graciously  in  reply  to 
all  his  amorous  oglings,  while  Brom  Bones, 
sorely  smitten  with  love  and  jealousy,  sat 
brooding  by  himself  in  one  corner. 

Wlien  the  dance  was  at  an  end  Ichabod  was 
attracted  to  a  knot  of  the  sager  folks,  who, 
with  old  Van  Tassel,  sat  smoking  at  one  end 
of  the  piazza  gossiping  over  former  times  and 
drawing  out  long  stories  about  the  war. 

This  neighborhood,  at  the  time  of  which  I 
am  speaking,  was  one  of  those  highly  favored 
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places  which  abound  with  chronicle  and  great 
men.  The  British  and  American  line  had  run 
near  it  during  the  war;  it  had  therefore  been, 
the  scene  of  marauding  and  infested  with 
refugees,  cow-boys,  and  all  kinds  of  border 
chivalry.  Just  sufficient  time  had  elapsed  to 
enable  each  story-teller  to  dress  up  his  tale 
with  a  little  becoming  fiction,  and  in  the  in- 
distinctness of  his  recollection  to  make  him- 
self the  hero  of  every  exploit 

There  was  the  story  of  Doffue  Martling,  a 
large  blue-bearded  Dutchman,  who  had 
nearly  taken  a  British  frigate  with  an  old  iron 
nine-pounder  from  a  mud  breastwork,  only 
that  his  gun  burst  at  the  sixth  discharge.  And 
there  was  an  old  gentleman  who  shall  be  name- 
less, being  too  rich  a  mynheer  to  be  lightly 
mentioned,  who,  in  the  battle  of  Whiteplains, 


(197; 
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being  an  excellent  master  of  defence,  parried 
a  musket-ball  with  a  small  sword,  insomuch 
that  he  absolutely  felt  it  whiz  round  the  blade 
and  glance  off  at  the  hilt:  in  proof  of  which 
he  was  ready  at  any  time  to  show  the  sword, 
with  the  hilt  a  little  bent.  There  were  several 
more  that  had  been  equally  great  in  the  field, 
not  one  of  whom  but  was  persuaded  that  he 
had  a  considerable  hand  in  bringing  the  war 
to  a  happy  termination. 

But  all  these  were  nothing  to  the  tales  of 
ghosts  and  apparitions  that  succeeded.  The 
neighborhood  is  rich  in  legendary  treasures  of 
the  kind.  Local  tales  and  superstitions  thrive 
best  in  these  sheltered,  long-settled  retreats, 
but  are  trampled  under  foot  by  the  shifting 
throng  that  forms  the  population  of  most  of 
our  country  places.  Besides,  there  is  no  en- 
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couragement  for  ghosts  in  most  of  our  vil- 
lages, for  they  have  scarcely  had  time  to  finish 
their  first  nap  and  turn  themselves  in  their 
graves  before  their  surviving  friends  have  tra- 
velled away  from  the  neighborhood;  so  that 
when  they  turn  out  at  night  to  walk  their 
rounds  they  have  no  acquaintance  left  to  call 
upon.  This  is  perhaps  the  reason  why  we  so 
seldom  hear  of  ghosts  except  in  our  long-esta- 
blished Dutch  communities. 

The  immediate  cause,  however,  of  the  pre- 
valence of  supernatural  stories  in  these  parts 
was  doubtless  owing  to  the  vicinity  of  Sleepy 
Hollow.  There  was  a  contagion  in  the  way 
the  very  air  blew  from  that  haunted  region ;  it 
breathed  forth  an  atmosphere  of  dreams  and 
fancies  infecting  all  the  land.  Several  of  the 
Sleepy  Hollow  people  were  present  at  Van 
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Tassel's,  and,  as  usual,  were  doling  out  their 
wild  and  wonderful  legends.  Many  dismal 
tales  were  told  about  funeral  trains  and 
mourning  cries  and  wailings  heard  and  seen 
dbout  the  great  tree  where  the  unfortunate 
Major  Andre  was  taken,  and  which  stood  in 
the  neighborhood.  Some  mention  was  made 
also  of  the  woman  in  white  that  haunted  the 
dark  glen  at  Raven  Rock,  and  was  often  heard 
to  shriek  on  winter  nights  before  a  storm,  hav- 
ing perished  there  in  the  snow.  The  chief 
part  of  the  stories,  however,  turned  upon  the 
favorite  spectre  of  Sleepy  Hollow,  the  head- 
less horseman,  who  had  been  heard  several 
times  of  late  patrolling  the  country,  and,  it 
was  said,  tethered  his  horse  nightly  among  the 
graves  in  the  churchyard. 

The  sequestered  situation   of   this   church 
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seems  always  to  have  made  it  a  favorite  haunt 
of  troubled  spirits.  It  stands  on  a  knoll  sur- 
rounded by  locust  trees  and  lofty  elms,  from 
among  which  its  decent  whitewashed  walls 
shine  modestly  forth,  like  Christian  purity 
beaming  through  the  shades  of  retirement  A 
gentle  slope  descends  from  it  to  a  silver  sheet 
of  water  bordered  by  high  trees,  between 
which  peeps  may  be  caught  at  the  blue  hills 
of  the  Hudson.  To  look  upon  its  grass-grown 
yard,  where  the  sunbeams  seem  to  sleep  so 
quietly,  one  would  think  that  there  at  least 
the  dead  might  rest  in  peace.  On  one  side  of 
the  church  extends  a  wide  woody  dell,  along 
which  ravee  a  large  brook  among  broken  rocks 
and  trunks  of  fallen  trees.  Over  a  deep  black 
part  of  the  stream,  not  far  from  the  church, 
was  formerly  thrown  a  wooden  bridge;  tho 
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road  that  led  to  it  and  the  bridge  itself 
were  thickly  shaded  by  the  overhanging 
trees,  which  cast  a  gloom  about  it  even  in  the 
daytime,  but  occasioned  a  fearful  darkness  at 
night.  Much  was  one  of  the  favorite  haunts 
of  the  headless  horseman,  and  the  place  where 
he  was  most  frequently  encountered.  The 
tale  was  told  of  old  Brouwer,  a  most  heretical 
disbeliever  in  ghosts,  how  he  met  the  horse- 
man returning  from  his  foray  into  Sleepy 
Hollow,  and  was  obliged  to  get  up  behind 
him;  how  they  galloped  over  bush  and  brake, 
over  hill  and  swamp,  until  they  reached  the 
bridge,  when  the  horseman  suddenly  turned 
into  a  skeleton,  threw  old  Brouwer  into  the 
brook,  and  sprang  away  over  the  tree-tops 
with  a  clap  of  thunder. 

This  story  was  immediately  matched  by  a 
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thrice-marvellous  adventure  of  Brom  Bones, 
who  made  light  of  the  galloping  Hessian  as  an 
arrant  jockey.  He  affirmed  that  on  returning 
one  night  from  the  neighboring  village  of 
Sing-Sing  he  had  been  overtaken  by  this  mid- 
night trooper;  that  he  had  offered  to  race  with 
him  for  a  bowl  of  punch,  and  should  have 
won  it  too,  for  Daredevil  beat  the  goblin  horse 
all  hollow,  but  just  as  they  came  to  the  church 
bridge  the  Hessian  bolted  and  vanished  in  a 
flash  of  fire. 

All  these  tales,  told  in  that  drowsy  under- 
tone with  which  men  talk  in  the  dark,  the 
countenances  of  the  listeners  only  now  and 
then  receiving  a  casual  gleam  from  the  glare 
of  a  pipe,  sank  deep  in  the  mind  of  Ichabod. 
He  repaid  them  in  kind  with  large  extracts 
from  his  invaluable  author,  Cotton  Mather, 
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and  added  many  marvellous  events  that  had 
taken  place  in  his  native  state  of  Connecticut 
and  fearful  sights  which  he  had  seen  in  his 
nightly  walks  about  Sleepy  Hollow. 

The  revel  now  gradually  broke  up.  The 
old  farmers  gathered  together  their  families 
in  their  wagons,  and  were  heard  for  some  time 
rattling  along  the  hollow  roads  and  over  the 
distant  hills.  Some  of  the  damsels  mounted 
on  pillions  behind  their  favorite  swains,  and 
their  light-hearted  laughter,  mingling  with 
the  clatter  of  hoofs,  echoed  along  the  silent 
woodlands,  sounding  fainter  and  fainter  until 
they  gradually  died  away,  and  the  late  scene 
of  noise  and  frolic  was  all  silent  and  deserted. 
Ichabod  only  lingered  behind,  according  to 
the  custom  of  country  lovers,  to  have  a  tete-a- 
tete  with  the  heiress,  fully  convinced  that  he 
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was  now  on  the  high  road  to  success.  What 
passed  at  this  interview  I  will  not  pretend  to 
say,  for  in  fact  I  do  not  know.  Something, 
however,  I  fear  me,  must  have  gone  wrong, 
for  he  certainly  sallied  forth,  after  no  very 
great  interval,  with  an  air  quite  desolate  and 
chop-fallen.  Oh  these  women !  these  women ! 
Gould  that  girl  have  been  playing  off  any  of 
her  coquettish  tricks?  Was  her  encourage- 
ment of  the  poor  pedagogue  all  a  mere  sham 
to  secure  her  conquest  of  his  rival?  Heaven 
only  knows,  not  I !  Let  it  suffice  to  say,  Icha- 
bod  stole  forth  with  the  air  of  one  who  had 
been  sacking  a  hen-roost,  rather  than  a  fair 
lady's  heart.  Without  looking  to  the  right  or 
left  to  notice  the  scene  of  rural  wealth  on 
which  he  had  so  often  gloated,  he  went 
straight  to  the  stable,  and  with  several  hearty 
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cuffs  and  kicks  roused  his  steed  most  uncour- 
teously  from  the  comfortable  quarters  in 
which  he  was  soundly  sleeping,  dreaming  of 
mountains  of  corn  and  oats  and  whole  valleys 
of  timothy  and  clover. 

It  was  the  very  witching  time  of  night  that 
Ichabod,  heavy-hearted  and  crest-fallen,  pur- 
sued his  travel  homewards  along  the  sides  of 
the  lofty  hills  which  rise  above  Tarry  Town, 
and  which  he  had  traversed  so  cheerily  in  the 
afternoon.  The  hour  was  as  dismal  as  him- 
self. Far  below  him  the  Tappan  Zee  spread 
its  dusky  and  indistinct  waste  of  waters,  with 
here  and  there  the  tall  mast  of  a  sloop  riding 
quietly  at  anchor  under  the  land.  In  the  dead 
hush  of  midnight  he  could  even  hear  the  bark- 
ing of  the  watch-dog  from  the  opposite  shoreof 
the  Hudson;  but  it  was  so  vague  and  faint  as 
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only  to  give  an  idea  of  his  distance  from  this 
faithful  companion  of  man.  Now  and  then, 
too,  the  long-drawn  crowing  of  a  cock,  acci- 
dentally awakened,  would  sound  far,  far  off, 
from  some  farm-house  away  among  the  hills; 
but  it  was  like  a  dreaming  sound  in  his  ear. 
ISTo  signs  of  life  occurred  near  him,  but  occasi- 
onally the  melancholy  chirp  of  a  cricket,  or 
perhaps  the  guttural  twang  of  a  bull-frog 
from  a  neighboring  marsh,  as  if  sleeping  un- 
comfortably and  turning  suddenly  in  his  bed. 
All  the  stories  of  ghosts  and  goblins  that  he 
had  heard  in  the  afternoon  now  came  crowd- 
ing upon  his  recollection.  The  night  grew 
darker  and  darker;  the  stars  seemed  to  sink 
deeper  in  the  sky,  and  driving  clouds  occasion- 
ally hid  them  from  his  sight.  He  had  never 
felt  so  lonely  and  dismal.  He  was,  moreover, 
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approaching  the  very  place  where  many  of 
the  scenes  of  the  ghost-stories  had  been  laid. 
In  the  centre  of  the  road  stood  an  enormous 
tulip  tree  which  towered  like  a  giant  above 
all  the  other  trees  of  the  neighborhood  and 
formed  a  kind  of  landmark.  Its  limbs  were 
gnarled  and  fantastic,  large  enough  to  form 
trunks  for  ordinary  trees,  twisting  down  al- 
most to  the  earth  and  rising  again  into  the  air. 
It  was  connected  with  the  tragical  story  of  the 
unfortunate  Andre,  who  had  been  taken 
prisoner  hard  by,  and  was  universally  known 
by  the  name  of  Major  Andre's  tree.  The 
common  people  regarded  it  with  a  mixture  of 
respect  and  superstition,  partly  out  of  sym- 
pathy for  the  fate  of  its  ill-starred  namesake, 
and  partly  from  the  tales  of  strange  sights  and 
doleful  lamentations  told  concerning  it. 
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As  Ichabod  approached  this  fearful  tree  he 
began  to  whistle:  he  thought  his  whistle  was 
answered;  it  was  but  a  blast  sweeping  sharply 
through  the  dry  branches.  As  he  approached 
a  little  nearer  he  thought  he  saw  something 
white  hanging  in  the  midst  of  the  tree:  he 
paused  and  ceased  whistling,  but  on  looking 
more  narrowly  perceived  that  it  was  a  place 
where  the  tree  had  been  scathed  by  lightning 
and  the  white  wood  laid  bare.  Suddenly  he 
heard  a  groan:  his  teeth  chattered  and  his 
knees  smote  against  the  saddle ;  it  was  but  the 
rubbing  of  one  huge  bough  upon  another  as 
they  were  swayed  about  by  the  breeze.  He 
passed  the  tree  in  safety,  but  new  perils  lay 
before  him. 

About  two  hundred  yards  from  the  tree  a 

small  brook  crossed  the  road  and  ran  into  a 
14 
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marshy  and  thickly-wooded  glen  known  by 
the  name  of  Wiley's  Swamp.  A  few  rough 
logs,  laid  side  by  side,  served  for  a  bridge  over 
this  stream.  On  that  side  of  the  road  where 
the  brook  entered  the  wood  a  group  of  oaks 
and  chestnuts,  matted  thick  with  wild  grape- 
vines, threw  a  cavernous  gloom  over  it.  To 
pass  this  bridge  was  the  severest  trial.  It  was 
at  this  identical  spot  that  the  unfortunate 
Andre  was  captured,  and  under  the  covert  of 
those  chestnuts  and  vines  were  the  sturdy  yeo- 
men concealed  who  surprised  him.  This  has 
ever  since  been  considered  a  haunted  stream, 
and  fearful  are  the  feelings  of  the  schoolboy 
who  has  to  pass  it  alone  after  dark. 

As  he  approached,  the  stream  his  heart 
began  to  thump;  he  summoned  up,  however, 
all  his  resolution,  gave  his  horse  half  a  score  of 


The  Legend  of  Sleepy  Hollow.       211 

kicks  in  the  ribs,  and  attempted  to  dash  briskly 
across  the  bridge;  but  instead  of  starting  for- 
ward, the  perverse  old  animal  made  a  lateral 
movement  and  ran  broadside  against  the 
fence.  Ichabod,  whose  fears  increased  with 
the  delay,  jerked  the  reins  on  the  other  side 
and  kicked  lustily  with  the  contrary  foot:  it 
was  all  in  vain;  his  steed  started,  it  is  true, 
but  it  was  only  to  plunge  to  the  opposite  side 
of  the  road  into  a  thicket  of  brambles  and 
alderbushes.  The  schoolmaster  now  bestowed 
both  whip  and  heel  upon  the  starveling  ribs  of 
old  Gunpowder,  who  dashed  forward,  snuff- 
ling and  snorting,  but  came  to  a  stand  just  by 
the  bridge  with  a  suddenness  that  had  nearly 
sent  his  rider  sprawling  over  his  head.  Just 
at  this  moment  a  plashy  tramp  by  the  side  of 
the  bridge  caught  the  sensitive  ear  of  Ichabod. 
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In  the  dark  shadow  of  the  grove  on  the  mar- 
gin of  the  brook  he  beheld  something  huge, 
misshapen,  black,  and  towering.  It  stirred 
not,  but  seemed  gathered  up  in  the  gloom, 
like  some  gigantic  monster  ready  to  spring 
upon  the  traveller. 

The  hair  of  the  affrighted  pedagogue  rose 
upon  his  head  with  terror.  "What  was  to  be 
done?  To  turn  and  fly  was  now  too  late;  and 
besides,  what  chance  was  there  of  escaping 
ghost  or  goblin,  if  such  it  was,  which  could 
ride  upon  the  wings  of  the  wind?  Summon- 
ing up,  therefore,  a  show  of  courage,  he  de- 
manded in  stammering  accents,  "Who  are 
you?"  He  received  no  reply.  He  repeated 
his  demand  in  a  still  more  agitated  voice. 
Still  there  was  no  answer.  Once  more  he 
cudgelled  the  sides  of  the  inflexible  Gunpow- 
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der,  and,  shutting  his  eyes,  broke  forth  with 
involuntary  fervor  into  a  psalm  tune.  Just 
then  the  shadowy  object  of  alarm  put  itself  in 
motion,  and  with  a  scramble  and  a  bound 
stood  at  once  in  the  middle  of  the  road. 
Though  the  night  was  dark  and  dismal,  yet 
the  form  of  the  unknown  might  now  in  some 
degree  be  ascertained.  He  appeared  to  be  a 
horseman  of  large  dimensions  and  mounted 
on  a  black  horse  of  powerful  frame.  He  made 
no  offer  of  molestation  or  sociability,  but  kept 
aloof  on  one  side  of  the  road,  jogging  along  on 
the  blind  side  of  old  Gunpowder,  who  had 
now  got  over  his  fright  and  waywardness. 

Ichabod,  who  had  no  relish  for  this  strange 
midnight  companion,  and  bethought  himself 
of  the  adventure  of  Brom  Bones  with  the  Gal- 
loping Hessian,  now  quickened  his  steed  in 
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hopes  of  leaving  him  behind.  The  stranger, 
however,  quickened  his  horse  to  an  equal  pace. 
Ichabod  pulled  up,  and  fell  into  a  walk, 
thinking  to  lag  behind;  the  other  did  the  same. 
His  heart  began  to  sink  within  him  •  he  endea- 
vored to  resume  his  psalm  tune,  but  his 
parched  tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of  his  mouth 
and  he  could  not  utter  a  stave.  There  was 
something  in  the,  moody  and  dogged  silence  of 
this  pertinacious  companion  that  was  mysteri- 
ous and  appalling.  It  was  soon  fearfully  ac- 
counted for.  On  mounting  a  rising  ground, 
which  brought  the  figure  of  his  fellow- 
traveller  in  relief  against  the  sky,  gigantic  in 
height  and  muffled  in  a  cloak,  Ichabod  wad 
horror-struck  on  perceiving  that  he  was  head- 
less! but  his  horror  was  still  more  increased 
on  observing  that  the  head,  which  should  have 
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rested  on  his  shoulders,  was  carried  before 
him  on  the  pommel  of  the  saddle.  His  terror 
rose  to  desperation,  he  rained  a  shower  of 
kicks  and  blows  upon  Gunpowder,  hoping  by 
a  sudden  movement  to  give  his  companion  the 
slip;  but  the  spectre  started  full  jump  with 
him.  Away,  then,  they  dashed  through  thick 
and  thin,  stones  flying  and  sparks  flashing  at 
every  bound.  Ichabod's  flimsy  garments 
fluttered  in  the  air  as  he  stretched  his  long 
lank  body  away  over  his  horse's  head  in  the 
eagerness  of  his  flight. 

They  had  now  reached  the  road  which 
turns  off  to  Sleepy  Hollow;  but  Gunpowder, 
who  seemed  possessed  with  a  demon,  instead 
of  keeping  up  it,  made  an  opposite  turn  and 
plunged  headlong  down  hill  to  the  left.  This 
road  leads  through  a  sandy  hollow  shaded  by 
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trees  for  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  where  it 
crosses  the  bridge  famous  in  goblin  story,  and 
just  beyond  swells  the  green  knoll  on  which 
stands  the  whitewashed  church. 

As  yet  the  panic  of  the  steed  had  given  his 
unskilful  rider  an  apparent  advantage  in  the 
chase ;  but  just  as  he  had  got  halfway  through 
the  hollow  the  girths  of  the  saddle  gave  away 
and  he  felt  it  slipping  from  under  him.  He 
seized  it  by  the  pommel  and  endeavored  to 
hold  it  firm,  but  in  vain,  and  had  just  time  to 
save  himself  by  clasping  old  Gunpowder 
round  the  neck,  when  the  saddle  fell  to  the 
earth,  and  he  heard  it  trampled  under  foot  by 
his  pursuer.  For  a  moment  the  terror  of 
Hans  Yan  Ripper's  wrath  passed  across  his 
mind,  for  it  was  his  Sunday  saddle;  but  this 
was  no  time  for  petty  fears;  the  goblin  was 
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hard  on  his  haunches,  and  (unskilled  rider 
that  he  was)  he  had  much  ado  to  maintain  his 
seat,  sometimes  slipping  on  one  side,  some- 
times on  another,  and  sometimes  jolted  on  the 
high  ridge  of  his  horse's  back-bone  with  a 
violence  that  he  verily  feared  would  cleave 
him  asunder. 

An  opening  in  the  trees  now  cheered  him 
with  the  hopes  that  the  church  bridge  was  at 
hand.  The  wavering  reflection  of  a  silver 
star  in  the  bosom  of  the  brook  told  him  that 
he  was  not  mistaken.  He  saw  the  walls  of  the 
church  dimly  glaring  under  the  trees  beyond. 
He  recollected  the  place  where  Brom  Bones' 
ghostly  competitor  had  disappeared.  "If  I 
can  but  reach  that  bridge,"  thought  Ichabod, 
"I  am  safe."  Just  then  he  heard  the  black 
steed  panting  and  blowing  close  behind  him; 
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lie  even  fancied  that  he  felt  his  hot  breath. 
Another  convulsive  kick  in  the  ribs,  and  old 
Gunpowder  sprang  upon  the  bridge;  he 
thundered  over  the  resounding  planks;  he 
gained  the  opposite  side;  and  now  Ichabod 
cast  a  look  behind  to  see  if  his  pursuer  should 
vanish,  according  to  rule,  in  a  flash  of  fire  and 
brimstone.  Just  then  he  saw  the  goblin  rising 
in  his  stirrups,  and  in  the  very  act  of  hurling 
his  head  at  him.  Ichabod  endeavored  to 
dodge  the  horrible  missile,  but  too  late.  It 
encountered  his  cranium  with  a  tremendous 
crash ;  he  was  tumbled  headlong  into  the  dust, 
and  Gunpowder,  the  black  steed,  and  the  gob- 
lin rider  passed  by  like  a  whirlwind. 

The  next  morning  the  old  horse  was  found, 
without  his  saddle  and  with  the  bridle  under 
his  feet,  soberly  cropping  the  grass  at  his 


The  goblin in  the  very  act  of  hurlW  his  head  at  him, 
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master's  gate.  Ichabod  did  not  make  his  ap- 
pearance at  breakfast;  dinner-hour  came,  but 
no  Ichabod.  The  boys  assembled  at  th? 
school-house  and  strolled  idly  about  the  banks 
of  the  brook;  but  no  schoolmaster.  Hans  Van 
Ripper  now  began  to  feel  some  uneasiness 
about  the  fate  of  poor  Ichabod  and  his  saddle. 
An  inquiry  was  set  on  foot,  and  after  diligent 
investigation  they  came  upon  his  traces.  In 
one  part  of  the  road  leading  to  the  church  was 
found  the  saddle  trampled  in  the  dirt;  the 
tracks  of  horses'  hoofs,  deeply  dented  in  the 
road  and  evidently  at  furious  speed,  were 
traced  to  the  bridge,  beyond  which,  on  the 
bank  of  a  broad  part  of  the  brook,  where  the 
water  ran  deep  and  black,  was  found  the  hat 
of  the  unfortunate  Ichabod,  and  close  beside 
it  a  shattered  pumpkin. 
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The  brook  was  searched,  but  the  body  of 
the  schoolmaster  was  not  to  be  discovered. 
Hans  Van  Ripper,  as  executor  of  his  estate, 
examined  the  bundle  which  contained  all  his 
worldly  effects.  They  consisted  of  two  shirts 
and  a  half,  two  stocks  for  the  neck,  a  pair  or 
two  of  worsted  stockings,  an  old  pair  of  cordu- 
roy small-clothes,  a  rusty  razor,  a  book  of 
psalm  tunes  full  of  dog's  ears,  and  a  broken 
pitch-pipe.  As  to  the  books  and  furniture  of 
the  school-house,  they  belonged  to  the  com- 
munity, excepting  Cotton  Mather's  History 
of  Witchcraft,  a  New  England  Almanac, 
and  a  book  of  dreams  and  fortune-telling;  in 
which  last  was  a  sheet  of  foolscap  much  scrib- 
bled and  blotted  in  several  fruitless  attempts 
to  make  a  copy  of  verses  in  honor  of  the 
heiress  of  Van  Tassel.  These  magic  books 
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and  the  poetic  scrawl  were  forthwith  con- 
signed to  the  flames  by  Hans  Van  Ripper, 
who  from  that  time  forward  determined  to 
send  his  children  no  more  to  school,  observing 
that  he  never  knew  any  good  come  of  this 
same  reading  and  writing.  Whatever  money 
the  schoolmaster  possessed — and  he  had  re- 
ceived his  quarter's  pay  but  a  day  or  two 
before — he  must  have  had  about  his  person 
at  the  time  of  his  disappearance. 

The  mysterious  event  caused  much  specu- 
lation at  the  church  on  the  following  Sunday. 
Knots  of  gazers  and  gossips  were  collected  in 
the  churchyard,  at  the  bridge,  and  at  the  spot 
where  the  hat  and  pumpkin  had  been  found. 
The  stories  of  Brouwer,  of  Bones,  and  a  whole 
budget  of  others  were  called  to  mind,  and 
when  they  had  diligently  considered  them 
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all,  and  compared  them  with  the  symptoms  of 
the  present  case,  they  shook  their  heads  and 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  Ichabod  had  been 
carried  off  by  the  galloping  Hessian.  As  he 
was  a  bachelor  and  in  nobody's  debt,  nobody 
troubled  his  head  any  more  about  him,  the 
school  was  removed  to  a  different  quarter  of 
the  hollow  and  another  pedagogue  reigned 
in  his  stead. 

It  is  true  an  old  farmer,  who  had  been 
down  to  New  York  on  a  visit  several  years 
after,  and  from  whom  this  account  of  the 
ghostly  adventure  was  received,  brought 
home  the  intelligence  that  Ichabod  Crane  was 
still  alive;  that  he  had  left  the  neighborhood, 
partly  through  fear  of  the  goblin  and  Hans 
Yan  Eipper,  and  partly  in  mortification  at 

having  been  suddenly  dismissed  by  the  heir- 
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ess;  that  he  had  changed  his  quarters  to  a  dis- 
tant part  of  the  country;  had  kept  school  and 
studied  law  at  the  same  time,  had  been  ad- 
mitted to  the  bar,  turned  politician,  election- 
eered, written  for  the  newspapers,  and  finally 
had  been  made  a  justice  of  the  Ten  Pound 
Court.  Broni  Bones  too,  who  shortly  after  his 
rival's  disappearance  conducted  the  blooming 
Katrina  in  triumph  to  the  altar,  was  observed 
to  look  exceedingly  knowing  whenever  the 
story  of  Ichabod  was  related,  and  always  burst 
into  a  hearty  laugh  at  the  mention  of  the 
pumpkin;  which  led  some  to  suspect  that  he 
knew  more  about  the  matter  than  he  chose  to 
tell. 

The  old  country  wives,  however,  who  are 
the  best  judges  of  these  matters,  maintain  to 
this  day  that  Ichabod  was  spirited  away  by 
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supernatural  means;  and  it  is  a  favorite  story 
often  told  about  the  neighborhood  round  the 
winter  evening  fire.  The  bridge  became  more 
than  ever  an  object  of  superstitious  awe,  and 
that  may  be  the  reason  why  the  road  has  been 
altered  of  late  years,  so  as  to  approach  the 
church  by  the  border  of  the  mill-pond.  The 
schoolhouse,  being  deserted,  soon  fell  to  de- 
cay, and  was  reported  to  be  haunted  by  the 
ghost  of  the  unfortunate  pedagogue;  and  the 
plough-boy,  loitering  homeward  of  a  still  sum- 
mer evening,  has  often  fancied  his  voice  at  a 
distance  chanting  a  melancholy  psalm  tune 
among  the  tranquil  solitudes  of  Sleepy 
Hollow. 


POSTSCRIPT, 


FOUND   IX   THE   HANDWRITING   OF  MR.    KNICKER- 
BOCKER. 

THE  preceding  tale  is  given  almost  in  the 

precise  words  in  which  I  heard  it  related  at  a 
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Corporation  meeting  of  the  ancient  city  of 
Manhattoes,  at  which  were  present  many  of 
its  sages  and  most  illustrious  burghers.  The 
:  narrator  was  a  pleasant,  shabby,  gentlemanly 
old  fellow  in  pepper-and-salt  clothes,  with  a 
sadly  humorous  face,  and  one  whom  I 
strongly  suspected  of  being  poor,  he  made 
such  efforts  to  be  entertaining.  When  his 
story  was  concluded  there  was  much  laughter 
and  approbation,  particularly  from  two  or 
three  deputy  aldermen  who  had  been  asleep 
the  greater  part  of  the  time.  There  was,  how- 
ever, one  tall,  dry-looking  old  gentleman, 
with  beetling  eyebrows,  who  maintained  a 
grave  and  rather  severe  face  throughout,  now 
and  then  folding  his  arms,  inclining  his  head, 
and  looking  down  upon  the  floor,  as  if  turning 
a  doubt  over  in  his  mind.  He  was  one  of  your 
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•wary  men,  who  never  laugh  but  upon  good 
grounds — when  they  have  reason  and  the  law 
on  their  side.  When  the  mirth  of  the  rest  of 
the  company  had  subsided  and  silence  was 
restored,  he  leaned  one  arm  on  the  elbow  of 
Ms  chair,  and  sticking  the  other  akimbo,  de- 
manded, with  a  slight  but  exceedingly  sage 
motion  of  the  head  and  contraction  of  the 
brow,  what  was  the  moral  of  the  story  and 
what  it  went  to  prove. 

The  story-teller,  who  was  just  putting  a 
glass  of  wine  to  his  lips  as  a  refreshment  after 
Ms  toils,  paused  for  a  moment,  looked  at  his 
inquirer  with  an  air  of  infinite  deference,  and, 
lowering  the  glass  slowly  to  the  table,  ob- 
served that  the  story  was  intended  most  logi- 
cally to  prove — 
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"That  there  is  no  situation  in  life  but  has 
its  advantages  and  pleasures — provided  we 
will  but  take  a  joke  as  we  find  it; 

"That,  therefore,  he  that  runs  races  with 
goblin  troopers  is  likely  to  have  rough  riding 
of  it 

"Ergo,  for  a  country  schoolmaster  to  be  re- 
fused the  hand  of  a  Dutch  heiress  is  a  certain 
step  to  high  preferment  in  the  state." 

The  cautions  old  gentleman  knit  his  brows 
ten-fold  closer  after  this  explanation,  being 
sorely  puzzled  by  the  ratiocination  of  the  syl- 
logism, while  methought  the  one  in  pepper- 
and-salt  eyed  him  with  something  of  a  tri- 
umphant leer.  At  length  he  observed  that  all 
this  was  very  well,  but  still  he  thought  the 
story  a  little  on  the  extravagant — there  were 
one  or  two  points  on  which  he  had  his  doubts. 
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"Faith,  sir/7  replied  the  story-teller,  "as 
to  that  matter,  I  don't  believe  one-half  of  it 
myself." 

D.  K. 
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Abbott.    40  illustrations. 

58  ANIMAL    STORIES    FOR   LITTLE    PEOPLE.    50 

illustrations. 


Altemus'    Grolier    Series 


ALTEMUS'    GROLIER    SERIES 


A  library  of  choice  literature  embracing  the 
masterpieces  of  famous  authors.  Ooze  calf. 
Deckle  edges,  gilt  top,  boxed,  $1.25. 

. .     i  ABBE  CONSTANTIN,  THE.    Halevy. 

5  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  BENJAMIN  FRANKLIN. 
. .  29  CHESTERFIELD'S    LETTERS,    SENTENCES    AND 

MAXIMS. 

. .  36  CRANFORD.     GaskelL 
. .  42  COURTSHIP     OF     MILES     STANDISH,     THE. 

Longfellow. 

. .  47  DREAM  LIFE.    Mitchell 
. .  51  EMERSON'S  ESSAYS,  First  Series. 
. .  52  EMERSON'S  ESSAYS,  Second  Series. 

.  .    56    EVANGELINE.      Longfellow. 

. .  77  HIAWATHA,  THE   SONG  OF.    Longfellow. 
. .  87  IDLE  THOUGHTS  OF  AN  IDLE  FELLOW,  THE 

Jerome. 

.  .109  LADY  OF  THE  LAKE,  THE.    Scott. 
..no  LALLA  ROOKH.    Moore. 
.  .117  LONGFELLOW'S  POEMS,  VOL.  I. 
..118  LONGFELLOW'S  POEMS,  VOL.  II. 
..119  LOWELL'S  POEMS. 
. .  1 20  LUCILE.    Meredith. 
.  .150  PARADISE  LOST.    Milton. 
..157  PLEASURES  OF  LIFE,  THE.    Lubbock. 
.  .  162  PRUE  AND  I.     Curtis. 
..174  REVERIES  OF  A  BACHELOR.    Mitchell. 

..177    RUBAIYAT   OF    OMAR    KHAYYAM,    THE. 

. .  183  SARTOR  RESARTUS.     Carlyle. 


Altemus'  Mother  Goose  Series 


.  .187  SESAME  AND  LILIES.    Ruskin. 

. .  i8&  SHAKESPEARE'S  HEROINES.    Jameson. 

.  .223  VICAR  OF  WAKEFIELD,   THE.    Goldsmith. 

.  .230  WHITTIER'S  POEMS,  VOL.  I. 

.  .231  WHITTIER'S  POEMS,  VOL.  II. 


ALTEMUS'   MOTHER  GOOSE  SERIES 


Entirely  new  editions  of  the  most  popular 
books  for  young  people,  each  volume  contain- 
ing about  one  hundred  illustrations. 

Half  vellum,  illuminated  sides  (6#j  x  8^ 
inches-),  price,  50  cents. 

. .     i  ALADDIN  ;  OR,  THE  WONDERFUL  LAMP. 
. .    2  OUR  ANIMAL  FRIENDS. 
. .     3  BEAUTY  AND  THE  BEAST. 
. .     4  BIRD  STORIES  FOR  LITTLE  PEOPLE. 
.. .     5  CINDERELLA;  OR,  THE  LITTLE  GLASS  SLIP- 
PER. 

6  THE  HOUSE  THAT  JACK  BUILT. 
. .     7  JACK  AND  THE  BEAN-STALK. 
. .     8  JACK  THE  GIANT-KILLER. 
. .     9  LITTLE  RED  RIDING  HOOD. 
. .   10  Puss  IN  Boors. 
..II  THE  SLEEPING  BEAUTY. 
.   12  WHO  KILLED  COCK  ROBIN? 


Altemus'  Good  Times  Series 


ALTEMUS'  GOOD  TIMES  SERIES 


Each  volume  contains  qualities  which  chil- 
dren will  be  quick  to  perceive  and  appreciate, 
and  strongly  appeals  to  those  who  judiciously 
select  what  children  shall  read. 

Cloth,  illuminated  covers,  profusely  illus- 
trated (5^x7^  inches),  50  cents. 

. .     UNDER    THE    STARS.     Four    beautiful    stories 

from   the   life   of  Jesus.    By   Florence 

Morse  Kingsley. 
. .     2  THE    STORY    OF   THE    ROBINS.     By    Sarah 

Trimmer. 

. .     *  JACKANAPES.    By  Juliana  H.  Ewing. 
. .     4  THE   CHRISTMAS   STOCKING.    By  Elizabeth 

Wetherell. 
. .     5  LADDIE.    By  the  author  of  "Miss  Toosey's 

Mission." 

. .     6  MAKING  A   START.     By   Tudor  fenks. 
. .     7  THE   STORY  OF   A    DONKEY.     By   Madame 

La  Comtesse  De  Segur. 
. .     8  Miss  TOOSEY'S  MISSION.    By  the  author  of 

"Laddie." 
. .     9  A   BLUE  GRASS   BEAUTY.    By  Gabricllc  E. 

Jackson. 
. .   10  THE  STORY  OF  A  SHORT  LIFE.    By  Juliana 

H.  Ewing. 

. .  ii  JESSICA'S  FIRST  PRAYER.    By  Hcsba  S tret- 
ton. 
. .  12  THE  ADVENTURES  OF  BARON  MUNCHAUSEN. 

By  Rudolph  Erich  Raspe. 


Altemus'  Dainty  Series  of  Choice  Gift  Books- 

ALTEMUS'  ILLUSTRATED  DAINTY  SERIES  OF 
CHOICE  GIFT  BOOKS 

Bound  in  half-white  vellum,  illuminated 
sides,  unique  designs  in  gold  and  colors,  with 
numerous  half-tone  illustrations.  Size,  6^  x  & 
inches.  Price,  50  cents. 

. .  i  THE  SILVER  BUCKLE.  By  M.  Nctaline 
Crumpton.  With  12  illustrations. 

. .  2  CHARLES  DICKENS'  CHILDREN  STORIES, 
With  30  illustrations. 

. .  3  THE  CHILDREN'S  SHAKESPEARE.  With  30- 
illustrations. 

. .  4  YOUNG  ROBIN  HOOD.  By  G.  Manvtile  Fenn~ 
With  30  illustrations. 

. .  5  HONOR  BRIGHT.  By  Mary  C.  Rowsell. 
With  24  illustrations. 

. .  6  THE  VOYAGE  OF  THE  MARY  ADAIR.  By- 
Frances  E.  Crompton.  With  19  illus- 
trations. 

. .  7  THE  KINGFISHER'S  EGG.  By  L.  T.  Meade. 
With  24  illustrations. 

. .  8  TATTINE.  By  Ruth  Ogden.  With  24  illus- 
trations. 

. .  9  THE  DOINGS  OF  A  DEAR  LITTLE  COUPLE.  By 
Mary  D.  Brine.  With  20  illustrations. 

. .  10  OUR  SOLDIER  BOY.  By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 
With  23  illustrations. 

..ii  THE  LITTLE  SKIPPER.  By  G.  Manville 
Fenn.  With  22  illustrations. 


Altemus1  Illustrated  Best  Thoughts  Series 

12. LITTLE  GERVAISE  AND  OTHER  STORIES.  With 
22  illustrations. 

13  THE  CHRISTMAS  FAIRY.    By  John  Strange 

Winter.     With   24   illustrations. 

14  MOLLY  THE  DRUMMER  BOY.     By  Harriet  T. 

Comstock.    With    original    illustrations. 

15  How    A    "DEAR     LITTLE    COUPLE"     WENT 

ABROAD.     By  Mary  D.  Brine.     With  17 
illustrations. 


ALTEMUS'   ILLUSTRATED  BEST  THOUGHTS 
SERIES 


Popular  Religious  Literature,  well  printed 
on  fine  paper,  handsomely  illustrated,  and 
"durably  bound  in  handy  volume  size.  Full 
.cloth,  gilt  top,  boxed,  50  cents. 

. .  4  BEST  THOUGHTS.     From  Henry  Drummond. 

. .  6  BROOKS'  ADDRESSES. 

.  .14  DAILY  FOOD  FOR  CHRISTIANS. 

..17  DRUMMOND'S  ADDRESSES. 

.  .19  GOLD  DUST. 

..21  IMITATION  OF   CHRIST,   THE.     A'Kempis. 

.  .24  JOHN  PLOUGHMAN'S  PICTURES.    Spurgeon. 

.  .25  JOHN  PLOUGHMAN'S  TALK.    Spurgeon, 

.  .26  KEPT  FOR  THE  MASTER'S  USE.    Haver  gal. 

'..35  NATURAL  LAW  IN  THE  SPIRITUAL  WORLD. 
Drummond. 

..42  PRINCE  OF  THE  HOUSE  OF  DAVID,  THE.  In- 
graham. 

...46  STEPPING  HEAVENWARD.    Prentiss. 


Altemus'  Illustrated  One-Syllable  Series 

A.LTEMUS'  ILLUSTRATED  ONE-SYLLAELE  SERIES 
FOR  YOUNG  READERS 

Embracing  popular  works  arranged  for  the 
young  folks  in  words  of  one  syllable.  Printed 
from  extra-large,  clear  type  on  fine  paper,  and 
fully  illustrated  by  the  best  artists.  The  hand- 
somest line  of  books  for  young  children  before 
the  public. 

Handsomely  bound  in  cloth  and  gold,  with 
illuminated  sides,  50  cents. 

. .     i  ^Esop's  FABLES.    62  illustrations. 

. .  2  A  CHILD'S  LIFE  OF  CHRIST.  49  illustra- 
tions. 

. .  4  THE  ADVENTURES  OF  ROBINSON  CRUSOE.  ;o 
illustrations. 

. .  5  BUNYAN'S  PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS.  46  illus- 
trations. 

. .     6  Swiss  FAMILY  ROBINSON.    50  illustrations. 

. .     7  GULLIVER'S    TRAVELS.    50    illustrations. 

. .  9  A  CHILD'S  STORY  OF  THE  OLD  TESTAMENT. 
33  illustrations. 

. .  10  A  CHILD'S  STORY  OF  THE  NEW  TESTAMENT. 
40  illustrations. 

..ii  BIBLE  STORIES  FOR  LITTLE  CHILDREN.  41 
illustrations. 

. .   12  THE  STORY  OF  JESUS.    40  illustrations. 


Altemus'  In  His  Name  Series 


ALTEMUS'  IN  His  NAME  SERIES 

Gems  of  religious  thought,  counsel  and  con- 
solation, selected  from  the  most  famous  relig- 
ious authors.  Printed  in  a  superior  manner  on 
fine  paper.  Half  white  vellum  and  gold,  with 
exquisite  floral  sides.  25  cents. 

PRANCES    RIDLEY   HAVERGAL, 

. .  i  MY  KING. 

. .  2  ROYAL  BOUNTY  FOR  THE  KING'S  GUESTS. 

. .  3  ROYAL  COMMANDMENTS  FOR  THE  KING'S 
SERVANTS. 

. .  4  ROYAL  INVITATION  FOR  THE  KING'S  CHIL- 
DREN. 

. .  5  LOYAL  RESPONSES  FOR  THE  KING'S  MIN- 
STRELS. 

. .  6  LITTLE  PILLOWS. 

. .  7  MORNING  BELLS. 

. .  8  KEPT  FOR  THE  MASTER'S  USE, 

PHILLIPS    BROOKS. 

. .  9  THE  CHRIST  IN  WHOM  CHRISTIANS  BE- 
LIEVE. 

. .  10  TRUE  LIBERTY. 

..ii  THE  BEAUTY  OF  A  LIFE  OF  SERVICE. 

.  .12  THOUGHT  AND  ACTION. 

.  .42  THE  DUTY  OF  THE  CHRISTIAN  BUSINESS 
MAN. 

DWIGHT   L.    MOODY. 

. .  13  How  TO  STUDY  THE  BIBLE. 


Altemus'  In  His  Name  Series 


ANDREW   MURRAY. 

. .  14  LORD,  TEACH  Us  TO  PRAY. 

.  .15  IN  MY  NAME. 

.  .41  HAVE  FAITH  IN  GOD. 

HENRY   DRUMMOND. 

.  .16  THE  GREATEST  THING  IN  THE  WORLD. 

.  .17  ETERNAL  LIFE. 

. .  18  WHAT  Is  A  CHRISTIAN  ?     THE  STUDY  OF 

THE  BIBLE;  A  TALK  ON  BOOKS. 
. .  19  THE  CHANGED  LIFE. 
. .  20  FIRST  !    A  TALK  WITH  BOYS. 
.  .45  How  TO  LEARN  How. 
.  .46  PAX  VOBISCUM. 

MARTIN     LUTHER. 

.  .21  GOD'S  WORD  AND  GOD'S  WORK. 
THOMAS    ARNOLD. 

.  .22  FAITH. 
WILLIAM   E.    GLADSTONE. 

.  .23  THE  CREATION  STORY. 
ASHTON    OXENDEN. 

.  .24  THE  MESSAGE  OF  COMFORT. 
DEAN    STANLEY. 

.  .25  THE  LORD'S   PRAYER  AND  THE  TEN  COM- 
MANDMENTS. 

ELISABETH    ROBINSON    SCOVIL. 
.  .26  HYMNS  OF  PRAISE  AND  GLADNESS. 
.  .27  MORNING  STRENGTH. 
.  .28  EVENING  COMFORT. 


Altemus'  In  His  Name  Series 


HANNAH    WHITALL   SMITH. 
.  .29  DIFFICULTIES. 

REV.    F.    B.    MEYER. 

.  .30  THE  HEAVENLY  VISION. 

.  .31  WORDS  OF  HELP  FOR  CHRISTIAN  GIRLS. 

HESBA    STRETTON. 

.  .32  JESSICA'S  FIRST  PRAYER. 
.  .33  JESSICA'S  MOTHER. 

R.   W.   CHURCH. 

.  .34  THE  MESSAGE  OF  PEACE. 

ROBERT    F.   HORTON. 
.  .35  THE  MEMOIRS  OF  JESUS. 

HENRY   WARD   BEECHER. 

.  .36  INDUSTRY  AND  IDLENESS. 

.  .37  POPULAR  AMUSEMENTS. 

.  .38  TWELVE  CAUSES  OF  DISHONESTY. 

E.    S.    ELLIOT. 

.  .39  EXPECTATION  CORNER. 

J.   R.    MILLER. 

.  .40  THE  OLD  AND  THE  NEW. 

DR.  A.  T.  PIERSON. 
.  .43  THE  SECOND  COMING  OF  OUR  LORD. 

EDITH  V.  BRADT. 
.  .44  FOR  THE  QUIET  HOUR. 


Altemus'  Love  and  Friendship  Series 


ALTEMUS'  LOVE  AND  FRIENDSHIP  SERIES 


Dainty,  inexpensive  volumes,  very  popular 
as  gifts  for  holidays  and  anniversaries.  Half 
white  vellum  and  gold  with  exquisite  floral 
sides,  25  cents. 

RALPH   WALDO    EMERSON. 
. .  i  LOVE  AND  FRIENDSHIP. 
. .  2  INTELLECT. 
. .  3  SELF  RELIANCE. 
. .  4  MANNERS. 
.  5  CHARACTER. 
. .  6  SPIRITUAL  LAW. 

FREDERIC   HARRISON. 

. .  7  THE  USE  AND  MISUSE  OF  BOOKS. 

EUGENE   FIELD. 

. .  8  THE  TRIBUNE  PRIMER. 

EMMA    GELLIBRAND. 
. .  9  J.  COLE. 
. .  10  MAX  AND  GERALD. 

MATTHEW   ARNOLD. 
..ii  SWEETNESS  AND  LIGHT. 

EDWARD   EVERETT  HALE. 
.  .12  INDEPENDENCE  DAY. 

SIR  JOHN   LUBBOCK. 
. .  13  ART,  POETRY  AND  Music. 
. .  14  THE  BEAUTIES  OF  NATURE. 


Altemus'  Love  and  Friendship  Seri-es 

. .  15  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS. 
.  .16  THE  DESTINY  OF  MAN. 

RUDYARD    KIPLING. 

.  .17  THE  DRUMS  OF  THE  FORE  AND  AFT. 

..18  THE  THREE  MUSKETEERS. 

. .  19  ON  THE  CITY  WALL. 

.  .20  THE  MAN  WHO  WAS. 

.  .21  THE  JUDGMENT  OF  DUNGARA. 

.  .22  THE  COURTING  OF  DINAH  SHADD. 

.  .23  ON  GREENHOW  HILL. 

WASHINGTON   IRVING. 

.  .24  RIP  VAN  WINKLE. 

.  .25  THE  LEGEND  OF  SLEEPY  HOLLOW. 

.  .26  OLD  CHRISTMAS. 

JOHN    RUSKIN. 
.  .27  WORK. 

BY   THE   AUTHOR    OF   "LADDIE." 
.  .28  Miss  TOOSEY'S  MISSION. 
.  .29  LADDIE. 

MAURICE   HEWLETT. 

(Author  of  "Richard  Yea  and  Nay") 
.  .30  A  SACRIFICE  AT  PRATO. 

.  .31    QUATTROCENTISTERIA. 

RALPH   CONNOR. 

(Author  of  "Black  Rock.") 
.  .32  BEYOND  THE  MARSHES. 

<V.   A.   ERASER. 

('Author  of  "Mooswa") 
.  .33  SORROW. 


Altemus'  Illustrated  Holly-Tree  Series 


ALTEMUS'  ILLUSTRATED  HOLLY -TREE  SERIES 


A  series  of  good,  clean  books  for  young 
people,  by  authors  whose  fame  for  delightful 
stories  is  world-wide.  They  are  well  printed 
on  fine  paper,  handsomely  illustrated,  have 
colored  frontispieces,  and  are  bound  in  cloth 
decorated  in  gold  and  colors.  50  cents. 


. .     i  THE  HOLLY-TREE.    By  Charles  Dickens. 
. .     2  THEN  MARCHED  THE  BRAVE.     By  Harriet 

T.  Comstock. 
. .     3  A  MODERN  CINDERELLA.    By  Louisa  M.  Al- 

cott. 
. .     4  THE  LITTLE  MISSIONARY.    By  Amanda  M. 

Douglas. 
..     5  THE    RULE   OF   THREE.      By   Susan    Cool- 

idge. 

. .     6  CHUGGINS.    By  PI.  Irving  Hancock. 
. .     7  WHEN  THE  BRITISH  CAME.    By  Harriet  T. 

Comstock. 

. .     8  LITTLE  FOXES.    By  Rose  Terry  Cooke. 
..    9  AN    UNRECORDED    MIRACLE.     By    Florence 

Morse  Kingsley. 
. .  10  THE  STORY  WITHOUT  AN  END.    By  Sarah 

Austin. 

..ii  CLOVER'S  PRINCESS.  By  Amanda  M.  Douglas, 
.  12  THE  SWEET  STORY  OF  OLD.    By  L.  Haskell. 


Altemus'  Illustrated  Banbury  Cross  Series 


ALTEMUS'  ILLUSTRATED  BANBURY  CROSS  SERIES 


This  is  a  series  of  old  favorites — immortal 
tales  of  which  children  never  tire.  Each  vol- 
ume is  printed  with  great  care  on  plate  paper, 
and  contains  about  forty  beautiful  illustrations, 
including  a  frontispiece  in  colors.  Square 
i6mo,  half  vellum  and  gold,  with  illuminated 
sides.  Price,  50  cents  each. 

. .  i  OLD  MOTHER  HUBBARD. 

. .  2  CHICKEN  LITTLE. 

. .  3  BLUE  BEARD. 

. .  4  TOM  THUMB. 

. .  5  THE  THREE  BEARS. 

. .  6  THE  WHITE  CAT. 

. .  7  THE  FAIRY  GIFTS. 

8  SNOW  WHITE  AND  ROSE  RED. 


ALTEMUS'    ILLUSTRATED  WEE  BOOKS 
FOR  WEE  FOLKS 


Filled  with  charming  stories,  beautifully  illus- 
trated with  pictures  in  colors,  and  black  and 
white.  Daintily,  yet  durably  bound.  Single 
volumes,  50  cents  each.  Two  volumes,  boxed, 
$1.00  per  set. 

. .     i  NURSERY  TALES. 
2  NURSERY  RHYMES. 


3  THE  STORY  OF  PETER  RABBIT. 

4  THE  FOOLISH  Fox. 


THREE  LITTLE  PIGS. 
THE  ROBBER  KITTEN. 


Altemus'  Edition  Shakespeare's  Plays 


ALTEMUS'  EDITION  SHAKESPEARE'S  PLAYS 


Handy  volume  size.  Cloth  binding,  gold 
top,  illuminated  title  and  frontispiece,  35  cents. 
Full  limp  leather,  gold  top,  50  cents. 

. .     i  ALL'S  WELL  THAT  ENDS  WELL, 
. .     2  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 
. .     3  A  MIDSUMMER  NIGHT'S  DREAM. 
. .     4  As  You  LIKE  IT. 
. .     5  COMEDY  OF  ERRORS. 
. .     6  CORIOLANUS. 
. .     7  CYMBELINE. 
. .     8  HAMLET. 
. .     9  JULIUS  CESAR. 
. .  10  KING  HENRY  IV.  (PART  I.) 
..ii  KING  HENRY  IV.  (PART  II.) 
. .  12  KING  HENRY  V. 
..  13  KING  HENRY  VI.  (PART  I.) 
..  14  KING  HENRY  VI.  (PART  II.) 
..  15  KING  HENRY  VI.  (PART  III.) 
. .  16  KING  HENRY  VIII. 
. .  17  KING  JOHN. 
. .  18  KING  LEAR. 
. .  19  KING  RICHARD  II. 
. .  20  KING  RICHARD  III. 
. .  21  LOVE'S  LABOR  LOST. 
. .  22  MACBETH. 
. .  23  MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 
. .  24  MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING. 
. .  25  OTHELLO. 
.  26  PERICLES. 


Altemus'  Illustrated  Young  People's  Histories 

,  27  ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 

28  THE  MERCHANT  OF  VENICE. 
,  29  THE  MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR. 

30  THE  TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW. 
.  31  THE  TEMPEST. 

,  32  THE  Two  GENTLEMEN  OF  VERONA. 
,  33  THE  WINTER'S  TALE. 
.  34  TIMON  OF  ATHENS. 
.  35  TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 
.  36  TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA. 
.  37  TWELFTH  NIGHT. 
.  38  VENUS  AND  ADONIS  AND  LUCRECE. 
.  39  SONNETS,  PASSIONATE  PILGRIM,  ETC, 


ALTEMUS'  ILLUSTRATED  YOUNG  PEOPLE'S 
HISTORIES 

BY  EDWARD  S.    ELLIS,  A.  M. 


Profusely  illustrated  with  frontispieces,  por- 
traits of  the  great  makers  of  history,  and  superb 
pictures  of  leading  events  and  incidents,  rraking 
the  handsomest  and  most  interesting  series  of 
Histories  ever  offered  for  young  readers. 

Cloth,  illustrated,  $1.00  each. 

YOUNG  PEOPLE'S  HISTORY  CF  THE  UNITED  STATES. 
YOUNG  PEOPLE'S  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND. 
YOUNG  PEOPLE'S  HISTORY  OF  FRANCE. 
YOUNG  PEOPLE'S  HISTORY  OF  GERMANY. 


Publications  of  Henry  Altemus  Company 

NAKED  TRUTHS  AND  VEILED  ALLUSIONS.  By  Minna 
Thomas  Antrim.  Cloth,  ornamental,  $0.50; 
ooze  calf,  gilt  top,  boxed,  $1.00. 

THE  WISDOM  OF  THE  FOOLISH  AND  THE  FOLLY  OF 
THE  WISE.  By  Minna  Thomas  Antrim,  au- 
thor of  "Naked  Truths  and  Veiled  Allusions." 
Cloth,  ornamental,  $0.50;  ooze  calf,  gilt  top, 
boxed,  $1.00. 

A  BOOK  OF  TOASTS.  By  Minns  Thomas  Antrim, 
author  of  "Naked  Truths  and  Veiled  Allu- 
sions." Cloth,  ornamental,  $0.50;  ooze  calf, 
gilt  top,  boxed,  $1.00. 

DONT'S  FOR  GIRLS.  By  Minna  Thomas  Antrim. 
A  Manual  of  Mistakes.  Cloth,  ornamental, 
$0.50;  ooze  calf,  gilt  top,  boxed,  $1.00. 

DONT'S  FOR  BOYS.  By  An  Old  Boy.  Errors  of 
Conduct  Corrected.  Cloth,  ornamental,  $0.50; 
ooze  calf,  gilt  top,  boxed,  $1.00. 

THE  LOVE  LETTERS  OF  A  COQUETTE.  By  Warren  A. 
Hawley.  Cloth,  ornamental,  $0.50;  ooze  calf, 
gilt  top,  boxed,  $1.00. 

ALTEMUS'  CONVERSATION  DICTIONARIES. 

English-French,     English-German,     English- 
Spanish.    $1.00  each. 

BEAUTIFUL  STORIES  FROM  THE  OLD  TESTAMENT. 
Half  vellum  with  illuminated  sides.  45  illus- 
trations   5° 

BEAUTIFUL  STORIES  FROM  THE  NEW  TESTAMENT. 
Half  vellum  with  illuminated  sides.  45  illus- 
trations   5° 
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BREWER'S  DICTIONARY  OF  PHRASE  AND  FABLE.  By 
Rev.  E.  Cobham  Brewer,  LL.  D.  New  edi- 
tion, revised,  corrected  and  enlarged,  to  which 
is  added  a  concise  bibliography  of  English 
literature.  Nearly  1,500  pages.  Imitation 
half  morocco $1.50 

THE  AGE  OF  FABLE;  OR,  BEAUTIES  OF  MYTHOLOGY. 
By  Thomas  Bulfinch.  With  notes,  revisions 
and  additions  by  William  H.  Klapp,  Head- 
master of  the  Episcopal  Academy,  Philadel- 
phia. Large  I2mo,  cloth,  448  pages,  200  il- 
lustrations and  a  complete  index $1.25 

AT  THE  BEAUTIFUL  GATE.  By  Rev.  I.  Mench 
Chambers,  A.  M.  A  Book  of  Poems  of  the 
Heart.  I2mo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  illustrated. .  .50 

"They     are    as    good    as     sermons — better    than    many 
sermons,   carrying   in   them   thoughts   of  helpfulness." 
REV.  J.  R.  MILLER,  D.  D. 

THE  CHECKLEY  SYSTEM  OF  PHYSICAL  CULTURE. 
By  Edwin  Checkley,  Author  of  "A  Natural 
Method  of  Physical  Training."  Cloth,  orna- 
mental, illustrated $1.50 

A  common-sense  book  on  muscle-making  and  the  re- 
duction of  flesh  without  apparatus. 

How  BESSIE  KEPT  HOUSE.  By  Amanda  M.  Doug- 
las. i6mo,  cloth,  illustrated 50 

Bessie  was  to  keep  house  for  her  father  and  brothers 
and  sisters  while  her  mother  went  on  a  visit.  She  had 
pleaded  hard  to  be  allowed  to  do  this;  bul  somehow 
many  things  went  wrong.  What  those  things  were  and 
how  her  experiences  became  of  the  greatest  value  to  her, 
one  must  read  to  find  out. 

THE  LITTLE  BOY  AND  THE  ELEPHANT.  By  Gus- 
tavus  Frankenstein.  i6mo,  cloth,  illustrated.  .50 

The    fascination    of    the    story    of    Nooro    aad    Popo    is 


Publications  of  Henry  Altemus  Company 

like  that  of  "Muti  Guj,  Mutineer,"  which  Kipling  never 
would  have  written  had  he  read  the  story  of  the  Little 
Boy  and  the  Elephant. 

POOR  BOYS'  CHANCES.    By  John  Habberton.  i2mo, 
cloth,   illustrated    50 

Mr.  Habberton's  style  is  clear  and  delightful.  He 
never  preaches,  but  he  drives  home  his  lesson  In  forceful 
sentences  which  are  bound  to  set  the  reader  to  thinking. 

TRIP  AND  TRIXY.     I2mo,  cloth,  illustrated...     .50 

A  story  of  a  dreadfully  delightful  little  girl  and  her 
adoring  and  tormented  parents,  relatives,  and  friends. 

CAPS  AND  CAPERS.    By  Gabrielle  E.  Jackson.  I2mo, 
cloth,  illustrated  $1.00 

"A  happy  title  to  a  happy  book.  A  merry  chronicle  of 
boarding-school  life."— Journal,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

DOUGHNUTS   AND  DIPLOMAS.     I2mo,   cloth,   illus- 
trated   $1.00 

The  heroine  is  an  energetic  piece  of  femininity  and 
manages  an  incapable  mother  and  a  fatherless  family 
in  such  a  capable  way  as  to  obtain  the  education  she 
covets.  Eventually  she  makes  doughnuts  in  the  Adi- 
rondacks  to  enable  her  to  acquire  a  diploma  in  the 
University  of  Michigan. 

SEA  KINGS  AND  NAVAL  HEROES.      By  Hartwell 
James.     I2mo,  cloth,  illustrated 50 

Boys  who  delight  in  stories  of  sea  fights  and  adven- 
tures— and  what  boy  does  not? — will  find  in  "Sea  Kings 
and  Naval  Heroes  singularly  realistic  descriptions  of 
famous  victories  and  exploits  on  the  broad  bosom  of 
old  ocean. 

GALOPOFF,  THE  TALKING  PONY.    By  Tudor  Jenks. 
I2mo,  cloth,  illustrated $1.00 

"The  talking  pony  is  a  character  with  whom  children 
and  other  people,  too,  would  certainly  do  well  to  hare 
a  listening  acquaintance."— The  Criterion,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

GYPSY,   THE   TALKING   Doc.       By   Tudor  Jenks. 
I2mo,  cloth,  illustrated $1.00 

It  is  hard  not  to  actually  believe  in  the  clever  dog's 
feats,  and  as  to  the  children  in  the  story  they  are  realli 
delightful.  The  long  conversation  between  Gypsy  and 
"Galopoff,  the  Talking  Pony"  is  one  of  the  most  hu- 
morous and  interesting  chapters  in  the  book. 
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PAUL,  A  HERALD  OF  THE  CROSS.  Pv  Florence 
Morse  Kingsley.  I2mo,  cloth,  illustrated  in 
color  $1.00 

In  these  scenes  from  the  life  and  times  of  St.  Paul,  the 
author  presents  not  merely  Paul,  the  theologian;  Paul 
the  setter-forth  of  "the  scheme  of  salvation";  Paul,  the 
stern  ascetic,  thundering  forth  reproof  and  denunciation 
against  evil-doers— but  Paul,  the  fearless  herald  of  the 
Cross,  pouring  out  his  life  like  water  that  he  might 
save  the  lost;  and  so  reading,  we  shall  long  to  be 
numbered  among  the  saints  and  faithful  brethren  to 
whom  he  writes. 

STEPHEN,  A  SOLDIER  OF  THE  CROSS.  By  Florence 
Morse  Kingsley.  I2mo,  cloth,  illustrated  in 
color  $1.00 

The  story  of  Stephen  is  little  known;  scarcely  for  a 
single  day  does  the  light  shine  clearly  upon  him,  and 
that  day  the  last  of  his  mortal  life.  As  ancient  alchem- 
ists resurrected  from  the  ashes  of  a  perished  flower  a 
iim  ghost  of  the  flower  itself,  so  the  author  has  gathered 
the  fragrant  dust  of  this  vanished  life  from  the  writings 
and  legends  of  past  ages,  and  from  it  built  anew  some 
faint  image  of  its  forgotten  beauty. 

THE  CROSS  TRIUMPHANT.  By  Florence  Morse 
Kingsley.  I2mo,  cloth, illustrated  in  color. $1.00 

A  story  of  "a  child  of  the  law"  who  witnesses,  amid 
the  scenes  of  the  recent  life  and  death  of  Jesus  the 
deepening  conflict  between  the  Law  and  the  Cross. 
Nazarite,  priest,  and  warrior,  influenced  by  three  women 
of  widely-varying  character,  he  beholds  at  last  in  the 
terrible  hour  of  Jerusalem's  downfall  "The  Cross 
Triumphant."  The  description  of  Jewish  customs  and 
character  is  uncommonly  good. 

WINGS  AND  FETTERS.  By  Florence  Morse  Kings- 
ley.  I2mo,  cloth,  illustrated $1.00 

The  heroine  is  an  attractive  young  woman  of  nineteen, 
who  sacrifices  a  life  of  ease  to  care  for  an  invalid  aunt 
and  her  daughter.  An  old  mansion  which  still  remains 
to  the  family  is  made  habitable,  and  a  new  life  begin* 
for  the  three. 

YAWPS  AND  OTHER  THINGS.     William  J.  Lawpton. 

8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  deckle  edges $i.o<? 

There  is  nothing  in  the  yawp  which  is  flat  or  common- 
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place;  nothing  mean,  low,  or  whining;  there  is  no  sickly 
sentimentalizing,  but  whole-hearted,  laughing  optimism 
and  brilliant  good  humor. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  GOLDEN  FLEECE.    By  Andrew 

Lang.     i6mo,  cloth,  illustrated 50 

It  happened  long  ago,  this  adventure  of  the  Golden 
Fleece,  but  the  fame  of  the  heroes  who  sailed  away  to 
a  distant  land  to  win  themselves  renown  forever  has 
lived,  having  been  told  many  times  in  story  and  song. 
Yet  who  could  tell  it  like  Mr.  Lang,  with  his  poet  s 
passion  for  beauty,  his  artist's  eye  for  color  and  detail? 

POLLY  PERKINS'  ADVENTURES.  By  E.  Louise  Lid- 
dell.  I2mo,  cloth,  illustrated $1.00 

"The  girl  who  loves  fairy  tales— and  that  takes  in  most 
girls  of  our  acquaintance— will  not  be  satisfied  with  one 
reading  of  Polly's  remarkable  adventures." — Young  Peo- 
ple's Weekly,  Elgin,  III. 

LITTLE  Miss  JOY-SING.  By  John  Luther  Long. 
i6mo,  cloth,  illustrated 50 

Little  Miss  Joy-Sing,  with  a  poppy  behind  her  ear, 
is  a  child  of  the  sunshine.  She  slept  and  she  woke 
and  she  wished;  and  there  is  a  beautiful  prince,  and  a 
fox  that  can  talk— but  the  book  is  too  clevw  to  b« 
cut  up  in  pieces  for  inspection.  Mr.  Long  stands  inside 
the  circle  of  the  mighty  and  always  has  large  audiences. 

THE  RISE  OF  THE  DUTCH  REPUBLIC.  By  John 
Lothrop  Motley.  (A  History.)  Complete  in 
two  volumes — over  1,600  pages;  over  50  full- 
page  half-tone  engravings  and  a  map.  Large 

I2mo,  cloth,  per  set $2.00 

Half  morocco,  gilt  top,  per  set $3-25 

A  new  and  handsome  library  edition  of  a  grand  his- 
torical work.  The  masterpiece  of  a  great  American 
historian. 

MANVAL  OF  MYTHOLOGY.  By  Alexander  S.  Mur- 
ray. Greek  and  Roman,  Norse  and  Old  Ger- 
man, Hindoo  and  Egyptian  Mythology.  With 
notes,  revisions,  and  additions  by  William  H. 
Klapp,  Headmaster  of  the  Episcopal  Academy. 
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Philadelphia.  Large  I2tno,  cloth,  465  pages. 
Two  hundred  illustrations  and  a  complete 
index  $1.25 


TOMMY  FOSTER'S  ADVENTURES.       By  Frederic  A. 
Ober.     I2mo,    cloth,    illustrated $1.00 

"Tommy  is  an  everyday,  honest,  wide-awake  little  fel- 
low, who  went  out  into  the  world  by  himself  and  really 
saw  things." — Christian  Register,  Boston,  Mass. 

"A  thoroughly  breezy  story  of  outdoor  life  that  cannot 
fail  to  delight  boy  readers." — Young  People's  Weekly, 
Elgin,  111 

FOR  PREY  AND  SPOILS;  OR,  THE  BOY  BUCCANEER. 

I2mo,  cloth,  illustrated. 

"This  story  of  a  'boy  buccaneer'  is  calculated  to  satisfy 
the  most  exorbitant  demand  for  action,  though  the  tone 
of  the  book  is  not  at  all  to  be  feared.  It  is  a  good  story 
for  the  holiday  season." — St.  Louis  Globe-Democrat. 


THE  LITTLE  LADY — HER  BOOK.  By  Albert  Bigelow 
Paine.     I2mo,  cloth,  illustrated $1.00 

"A  daintier  bit  of  child  literature  never  has  been  writ- 
ten than  this  exquisite  story." — The  Household  Realm, 
Chicago,  III. 

THE  ARKANSAW  BEAR.  By  Albert  Bigelow  Paine. 

I2mo,    cloth,    illustrated $1.00 

In  this  witty  and  ingenious  book  a  little  boy  and  a  big 
black  bear  become  companions  in  adventures  that  are  al- 
ways diverting,  sometimes  pathetic,  but  never  tragic. 

THE  WANDERINGS  OF  JOE  AND  EM.  By  Albert 
Bigelozv  Paine.  i6mo,  cloth,  illustrated.  .50 
/oe  is  a  New  Hampshire  boy  with  "a  songbird  in  his 
throat,"  and  Little  Em  is  his  sister.  The  two  orphans 
start  on  foot  for  New  York  to  find  a  famous  opera  singer 
who  has  heard  Joe's  voice  and  told  him  to  come  to  her. 
The  strange  things  that  happened  to  them  on  the  way 
are  so  delightfully  told  by  Mr.  Paine  that  we  come  to 
love  both  the  children.  Cne  should  not  miss  a  word  of 
this  book. 


Publications  of  Henry  Altemus  Company 

THE  PATH  OF  EVOLUTION,  THROUGH  ANCIKNT 
THOUGHT  AND  MODERN  SCIENCE.  By  Henry 
Pcmbcrton,  Member  of  Amer.  Phil.  Soc., 
Acad.  of  Nat.  Sc.,  Phila.,  Hist.  Soc.  of  Pa., 
etc.  8vo,  cloth,  $1.50  net;  postage,  I5c.  addi- 
tional. 

A  description  of  the  "Night  of  the  Dark  Ages";  the 
infructuous  learning  of  the  Middle  Ages;  the  evolution 
of  knowledge  through  the  study  of  nature;  the  evolution 
of  life,  its  meaning  and  its  processes;  our  life  hcie 
and  the  hope  of  life  hereafter. 

Quo  VADIS.     A  Tale  of  the  Time  of  Nero.    By 

Henry  Sienkiewicz.  8vo,  cloth,  illustrated. $100 
WITH  FIRE  AND  SWORD.  A  Tale  of  the  Past.  By 

Henry  Sienkiewicz.  8vo,  cloth, illustrated. $1.00 
PAN  MICHAEL.  A  Historical  Tale.  By  Henry 

Sienkiewicz.  8vo,  cloth,  illustrated $1.00 

BABY  BIBLE  STORIES.  By  Gertrude  Smith..  .i6mo, 

ornamental,  illustrated 50 

The  Baby  Bible  Stories  carry  beautiful,  easily  under- 
stood lessons  to  the  wee  ones.  Thousands  of  mothers  will 
be  thankful  for  them. 

GEORGE  WASHINGTON  JONES.  A  Christmas  Gift 
that  Went  A-begging.  By  Ruth  McEnery 
Stuart.  i6mo,  cloth,  ornamental,  illus- 
trated   $i-oc 

George  Washington  Jones,  "ten  ycara  old,  little,  black. 
sensitive,"  tries  to  give  himself  away  to  a  lovely  young 
lady  who  would  make  him  her  page,  as  in  the  days 
"befo  the  wah."  Even  without  the  magic  of  the  author's 
name  in  the  writing  world,  this  book  will  survive  as  one 
of  the  best  and  prettiest  stories  ever  written. 

MARY  AUGUSTA'S  PRICE.    By  Sophie  Swett.   i6mo. 

cloth,  illustrated  -SO 

Of  course  Mary  Augusta  is  the  heroine^her  name  in 
full  was  Mary  Augusta  Wing— and  her  aspirations,  st 
gles,  and  development  into  a  successsful  business  woman 
are  told  as  only  Miss  Swett  can  tell  them.    To  read  it  is 
to   read   a   very  real   book. 
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RATAPLAN,  A  ROGUE  ELEPHANT,  AND  OTHER 
STORIES.  By  Ellen  Velvin,  F.  Z.  S.  I2mo, 

cloth,  illustrations  in  color $1.00 

No  better  tales  of  animal  life  have  been  written,  for  the 
author  takes  us  into  the  very  heart  of  things,  giving  us 
the  tragedies  and  the  comedies  in  the  daily  life  and  ex- 
periences of  wild  animals. 

WILD  ANIMALS  AFIELD.     By  Ellen  Velvin,  F.  Z.  S. 

I2mo,  cloth,  illustrated $1.00 

Twenty  in  number,  these  wild  creatures  are,  and  their 
life-stories  are  irresistible  in  their  interest,  even  for 
grown  people,  being  the  most  wonderful  animal  biog- 
raphies ever  written.  The  book  will  foster  our  interest  in 
animals  and  a  consequent  love  for  them. 

SHE  WHO  WILL  NOT  WHEN  SHE  MAY.  By 
Eleanor  G.  Walton.  I2mo,  cloth,  gilt  top, 

deckle  edges,  illustrated  $1.00 

Ooze  calf,  gilt  top,  boxed $1.50 

A  story  of  a  clever  woman's  heart.  A  melody  of  prose, 

as  delicate,  as  akin  to  light  and  color  as  the  opal. 

FOLLY  IN  FAIRYLAND.    By  Carolyn  Wells.    i2mo, 

cloth,   illustrated    $1.00 

"It  recounts  the  adventures  of  a  little  girl  who  went 
to  the  realm  of  the  fairies,  but,  unlike  the  immortal 
Alice,  her  experiences  were  all  pleasant." — Chronicle,  San 
Francisco,  Cal. 

FOLLY  IN  THE  FOREST.    By  Carolyn  Wells.    I2mo, 

cloth,  illustrated $1.00 

Another  of  Miss  Wells'  unrivaled  books.  This  time 
Folly  visits  the  Forest  of  the  Past,  where  she  meets 
and  is  entertained  by  the  famous  Animals  of  Mythology, 
History,  and  Literature. 

HALF-A-DOZEN  HOUSEKEEPERS.  By  Kate  Douglas 
Wiggin.  A  Story  for  Girls  in  Half-a-Dozen 
Chapters.  i6mo,  cloth,  illustrated 75 

The  charm  of  this  book  is  the  insight  the  author  gives 
us  into  the  natural  life  of  natural  people.  Every  girl 
•who  reads  it  will  put  the  volume  in  her  collection  of 
permanent  acquisitions.  It  is  deliciously  fresh  and 
amusing. 
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